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A 



TRAGEDY. 

As it is a(fted 

By ffis MAjESTY*s Servants, 

A T T H E 

THEATRE-ROYAL 

I N 

D RU R T'L A N E. 



\ By Mr.j^AVlARD, 

^J^ Author of King CHArLeS the Firft. 

^ X. . • 

/«/fr omnetfiot tauJahihSf £ff VirtUtiim infignibus illufires Firoi, 
non froferuHt Romani mtiiorem ; |^«f /n neque Felicitas corru- 
ferity nam in tania ViSoridf manfit pauperrimus : Nee Infe^ 
iicitat fregerit, nam ad tantd Exitia re<vertit intrepUus. 

St. Auft. (de Kegulo) lib. i . de Civitat, Dei. 






LONDON: 

Printed 1>7 H» WooDFAl.t,y^«. in Litih-Britainj fox 
F« VAii.irANT> feeing SouthamptQti'Staft \xi the Str^rtd* 

MDCCXIilV, 



{ Prific £ight««a'Fence. | 



'§*■ 




To the Right Honoukable 



JOHN Earl of SANDiwiCH. 



My Loi^D, 

MODERN Dedications for die moft part 
are the Reverfe of a good Painter's Rooms \ 
if you vifit the latter, you are fure of fee- 
ing the Likenefs of fome of your Acquaintance ; but 
Jook into the former and you fhall fcarce difcoyer a 
Feature that you know : And though you fpmetimes 
find a great and good Name prefixed, 'tis io treated 
by the Dedicator^ fo over-colour*d with the groffeft 
Flattery indiscriminately laid on^ 'tis like the Excels 
of the French Ladies patAtin^ their Faces, the moft 
regular Features are olten prejudicM, and a good na- 
tural Complexion buried in tlv^ Daub of Art 
* Thi5 proper Choice of k Patron is more than half 
the Worlc of a Dedicator ; every body therefore will 
conclude that I have little Labour upon my Hands» 
when they fee your Lordfliip*s Name to this \ for 
what may we not expeft from a young Nobleman^ 
who (under Manhood) gave fuch (ignal Proofs of a 
great Genius and right Tendency ; yrhilft others of 
our Nobility were amufing themfelves with the Effe- 
minacies of modern Italy \ your Lordfhip*s right 
Tafte and better Turn of .Mind, determined to make 
Inftruftion your Pleafijre, and Knowledge your De- 
light \ le^ the enervate Soundsof the pppra^ and paid 



DEDICATION. 

ifk Vifit to thofe Hacips, where Learning (though long 
fince) flourifh'd, and Valour fought for Liberty :-^ 
There, no doubt but your Lordlhip*s Imagination 
was entertain^ with the mod pleafing Images ; you 
faw their ftately Theatres arlfe, you heard Euripides^ 
conversed with Sophocles^ fought over Battles that 
have been determine two thoufand Ifcars ago, and 
hurried by the pleafing P6w V of Fancy, heard the im-«- 
mortal Homer repeat his divine Rhapfody : — Thefe 
were Purfuits worthy an Engltfh Nobleman j this rair 
fed the^Expeftation of the World, and tum*d the 
Eye 6f Obfervation on you t^— But when you rofe up 
in the Senate, and fpoke in your Country's Behalf--- 
the Hopes of your warmeft Friends were turn'd into 
Adthiratibn--*thcy cou'd not reconcile what they 
heard with whatthey(aw—*-they^^ri the Arguments 
of Wifdom, Prudence, Forefight, Experience, an(J 
grey Hairs — they only yiw unbearded Youth — It 
Was Matter of Wonder, becaufe it couM not be c»» 
{)e<9:ed. 

REGUlXX^y my Lord, has fucceeded upon the 
Stage, and that Succefs has encouraged me to this 
Addrefs : I have endeavourM to aflimilate the Sen* 
itiments of my Hero to thofe of the Patron I might 
chufe upon this Occafion-; and if I have a Satisfac- 
tion in being told that I have done Juftice to the 
Charat^er in the Play — give me Leave to affure your 
LiOrdftiip, it is doubled by hearing every body fay, 
that I have made the Choice of a Pktron with equal 
TfyU^ and Jidgment. 1 am. 

My Lordj 
Tour Lordship's 

Mcfi'hufhble and tnoji 
Obedient Servant^ 

W. 'Ha YARD, 
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P R O L O G U E. 

Spoken by thc^ Author. 

YOWVEfe€n tme Patriot i^ hisCountrfs Cauji 
Stand for thy and die with her expiring Laws ; 
In Csefar'j Keign be faw great Freedom^ s Grave^ 
And periJhU with {he Rights — he cou^d not fave : 
Great is thy Praife^ O Cato ! great thy Name I 
Aid yet to Night we bring an honefi Claim^ 
To more than Cato ever did for Fame, 

*7ts R^GtiLus appears^^Methinks the Sound 
Jnfttfes reverential Pleafure round : 
Methinks I hear amongft this free-hm Crw)d^ 
The Sons of Liberty cry out aloud--^ 
" Give Regulus the Way^-r^Is^t not more great 
" To fave a People — than tofhare their Fate V^ 
Such was the honeft Motive of this Man ; 
He for his Cmntrfj Glory formed his Plan^ 
One d/d'-^^hen he no longer cou^d befree--^ • 
The other — to preferve RotneV Liberty : 
Cato, indignant^ fpurn^d at Csefar'j Chain^ 
Deferting Laws-^^e cou*d no more maintain ;— 
Ours for the common Caufe a ViHimftood j-^ 
In one *twas Pride-^In this — *twas publiclk Gooi^ 
• Te generous Britons Judge the Jim ofbothi 
And then diftinguijh the fuperior Worth. 

As for the Author^^bither 1 am-come^ 
Not to prevent or deprecate his Doom i 
To your impartial Judgments he appeals^ 
Let Truth prevail^ and Jufticefix the Seats : 
Jf fderit fbines^ Merit will make her Claim% 
And find a P^fsport to the Reabns of Fame ^ 

3W 



(vi) 

Tpffr Approbaiitm to0 mil [well bejr Sail^ 
^d unforc* d J^raife prove a propitious Gale. 

But if unnerv% if fpiritlefs^ and mean 
Appears to you the ill-concerted Scene ; 
Let.no falfe Pity harbour in your Breafi-^ 
But damn him for a fVdrning to the reft. 




EPILOGUE. 

« • 

Written by Ux.QARRICK. 

Spoken by Mrs, Woffington/ 

IF one could credit what thefe Poets tell us, 
Tbeji Greeks and Romans laere fftrprizing Fel^ 
' lows? 
But when compared with Heroes mnv-a-Bays \ 
Who can believe one Word our Author fays ; 

To Night f am* d Re out us appeared before you^ 
Brimful ef Honour and his Country^s Glory ; 
So fraught with Virtue and with Patriot Zeal, 
He laid do'Con Life to fervi the Publifk Weal : 
Blefs 4ne ! was ever Man fo wildly frantick ! 
IVe have no Patriots now are fo Romantick ; 
JVe'^e no State Quixots as they had of Tore ; y 

Our Patriots huff^ *tis true^ and rant and roar^ 1 
And talk of this and tbat-^but nothing more. J. 

Their Ladies too were formed witbftrange Ingre- 
dients^ 
H^hey lov*d their Hujbands^ and were all Obedience^ 
And tho*' their Mates for many Tears wotfd roam^ 
The conftant Doves wqtCdftay till they came bome^ 
• Martia, ifwh^it they fay can gain Be^ef 
For Lojs of Hufband almoft dy^4 '(^ith Grief \ 

• ' And 
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(vii) 

And what is Jir anger ftill^ tbe^allagreij 

That Reoulus was tum*d of Sixty-tbree. 

Wot^d arg modem Ladf break her Hearty 

Bevaufe an agedSpoufe refolves to part ? 

Woudflfe t9 thwart his Willy befo uncivil ? 

O no-^the Man might go to Carthage—^ the DmAL 

What migbty Sti^ compel d thofe Sons of Freedom^ 

ne Chmck&faj (Fm told iy thofe who read *em) 

fhat they were McrtaU offiuh wond*rous Merit 

Hhat e^en when old they fought and lov*dwith Spirit. 

RomaDs at Sixty-three^ as Fm alive^ 

Were better Men than ours at thirty-fve. 

In Jborty if all that's faid and wrote be trui^ ^ 

And they when oldfuch mighty Feats coud do L 

O Lord I they play d the Devil fur e at twenty ^two* J 

■ 

Thus far with trifling Jeflsto pleafe the Age^ 
And to preferve the Cufiom of the Stagey^—- 
But now let feriousy nobler Thoughts impart 
The warmeft Wifbes to each EngUfti Heart > 
Mivy every Matron^ Martia'i Tn^h approve^ 
And every Maid like conftani Clelia love^ 
M^ every Dcdus^Jni a faithful Frien^y 
And every Corvus megt the Villain's End \ 
May every Bricon hold his Country dear^ 
AndTrutby not Party ^ every AlHonfteer \ 
May RegulusV Condu^ point the Way y 
And n&falfe Glitter lead our Touths aftray i 
May every Virtue be tranjplanted home^ 
And Britain boaft the Worth of ekneipst Rome, 
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Dramatis Perfbnse. 

« 

MEN. 

RBatTLvs ' — *• Mr.GARRiCH, 

M £ T.£ L L u I Proconful Mr. Mi l ls. 

Attilus Rrculusi Mr. Taswell, 

• >Confiils 
Manlius — — J Mr. Berry. 

CoRvus ■ Mr. Dblanb. 

Dxci.vs f , ' J " -- — r Mr. Hayar^^, 

MuTiva > " ■■ ■ Mr. Bridges. 

JEmILIUS — ~- Mr. WOODBURN. 

Qui NT us — — Mr. Blakes. 

SCAURVS — *— Mr^^GRBBN. 

Firft Carthaginian Amfaaflador Mr. Turbutt* 
Second Car/i^{i«MirAmbafIador Mr.UsHBR. 

WOMEN. 

Ma&TIA •— ^ M19. G.l.f FA R^O-. - 

ClrBtlA ^■'-' ' '■ MifsBvDOKt.Lr 

Two Kttle CHILDREN. 

U3ors, Mejfengers^ Guards^ &c* 

SCJENE, ROME^ 



R E G U L US: 

A 

TRAGEDY. 



A C T I. S CE N E I. 

Cor vo s. „ 

jT^ARTHAGE inclin'd to Peace ?— ha! cui it 
( be?- 

V*« What then remains for me, whofe bold Defign 
Had plan'd my Grcatncfs on my Country's Ruin, 
" And fold to Carthage^ Liberty, and Rome?— 
■Where ftiall I fly ? — will Carthage take me in. 
And with furrounding Arms proteft my Guilt ? — 
No, flic will fooner bofpm up a Plague, 
And with an Jnfult cell me, that the Wretch, 
Who fold his native Land, wou'd fell xhtH^orld: 

It is the Curfe of Treachery like mine. 
To be moft hated, where it ipoft has ferv'd. 

B SCENE 



A REGULUS.. 



SCENE II. 



CORVUS, MUTIUS, 
CORVUS. 

Mutius^ what means this ; — Is it a Truth I hear ?— 
Does Carthage think of Peace ? and will Himilco — 
(O perjur'd faithlefs Man!) difclaim all Compa6bs ? — 
Does he refuft my Services for Caribage^ 
And fend the Contraft hack, broken and void ? — 
Curfe on all Truft-^- ... 

MuTius. . ' 

• Why this disjointed Rage? — 

*Tis true that Carthage feeks from Rome a Peace ; 
But hear the Motives — 

CoRvus. 

Motives for a Peace ? 
I fhall run wild ! — Can my Defigns prevail 
By any Motives that conclude a Peace ? 
Am I tiDt ruin'd ? — fay, if Rome and Carthage 
Shake Hands in friendly Parle, and bend to Peace, . 
What mufb become of me? — Naked I ftand ' 
The Scorn of one, and Vengeance of the pthei;} ^ ' 
Both will deliver me, to Peace a Viftim, 
And fign the Bond of Union in my Blood. 

MuTius. 
Corvusy is Carthage yet no better known ? 
Doft thou by firft Appearance judge Events ? 
No furer haft thou Jcarn*d to make Diftinftion 
Betwixt Neceflity and Choice ? Thou haft forgot 
Her rooted Hatred, Altar- vow*d Deflruftion 
To Rome and Romans : — Is fhe not at prefent 
Barren of Men, and dcftitute of Gold? 
She wants to breathe, and to recover Strength; 

Then 
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Then with coJIefted Force purfiie Advantage:. 
More fure we ftrike beneath the Malk of Friendfhip, 
Than in an open fair Hoftility. 

CORUVS. 

But wherefore this Delay ? — and why, good MutiuSy 

Was I not pre-informM ? — ^Tis general News •, 

No private, no particular Difpatch 

Has been addrefs'd to me : — Cou'd I expeft. 

If Carthage had not fliamefuUy betray'd me. 

To be almoft the laft in Rame to hear it ? 

What fhould I think? 

Mux I us. 

Not what your Rage fuggefts : 
Hear all and then determine : — Your Concern 
Is with Himilco only y fafe with him 
The trufted Secret lies j had it been lodg'd 
With the whole Senate, Rome had long fincc known 

it: 
Therefore be calm, Himilco is mod juft : 
Sudden was the Rcfolve, the Caufes many 
The principal were thefe — Their Coffers empty ^ 
Allies fairn off, revolted Mercenaries 5 
A Battle lately loft ; in which, Meiellm 
Has weakened their main Strength, and funk their 

Hopes: 
Thefe were ftrong Calls, fuch as Himilco^s Wifdom 
Cou'd not but liften to-- As to the Notice— 
They but refolv'd one Day, and fent the next : — 
Now chide your Raflinefs. 

CORVUS, 

Well, but teU me, Mnfius^ 
Art thou not charg'd upon this fudden Turnt 
With fgme Difpatches from Himilco ? 

MUTIITS. 

No; 
His Hurry, and the Shortnefi of the Timc^ 
Forbad his Writing 5 to my Memory 

B 2 He 
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He therefore trufted what he had to fend : 

His firft Injundlion was to warn your Care 

To further this fame Peace — ^for, much hung on it— 

The Expeftation of his Hopes and yours. 

Many Advantages that ripen flow ; 

And therefore wait the mellowing Warmth of Time j 

He prays you to be conftant, and fecure 

Of him and Carthage — Secret above all. 

And not to wear the Colour of a Doubt, 

But that all Compads Thall be ratify'd. 

CORVUS. 

I thank thee, Mutius ; thou haft giv'n mc Eafc ; 

what a State is Guilt— how wild! how wretched t 
When Apprehenfion can form nought but Fears, 
And we diftruft Security herfelf ! — 

But Will Rome grant a Peace ? — She muft conclude 
That Carthage wou'd not fue, but her Condition 
Is weak indeed : 

Mutius. 
Therefore with well-aim'd Choice 
Hrfve they determined on a proper Man 
To urge their Suit to Rome ; one, whofe Advice 
Will with Affeftion's Ear be liftenM to ; 
And by the Senate nude the Voice of Rome. 

CORVUS. 

What Man ? 

Mutius- 
I know but ene — 'tis Regulus. 

CoRvus. 
t)amnation ! He ? — but *tis impoflible — 
Thou fpeak*ft to feel my Temper : — Cou'd Himilco 
From sH Mankind chufe out no other Agent ? 
(My Fury muft have Vent) No Man but him — 
But Regulus to fend ? — And is he coming ? 

Mutius. 

1 left him onward, and my fwiftcft Haftc 
Cannot have far out-ftrip'd him. 

CoRvus, 



t. 
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GORVUS. 

Shame and Death! 
Thou know'ft, and fo does he, with what Averfion, 
What Hatred unappeafable my Soul 
Has held that Man : Has he not followed me 
With jealous Obfervation my whole Life? 
Opposed my mounting to the Conful's Chair ? 
Made me obnoxious to the Eye of Rome^ 
Sowing the Seeds of Doubt in every Breaft ? 
Confider too — if he returns to Rome^ 
How are we fure our Praftices are fccret ? 
Will not his Penetration mar our Schemes ? ^ 
His ever-waking Care, his fix'd Attachment 
To the romantick Service of his Country, 
Will fhakc our Caufe with Danger's ftrongeft Blaft; 
I fay again, 'twas wrong ;— 'twas unadvifed 
To fend him here ; and my divining Soul - 
Anticipates the dreadful Confequence. 

MUTIUS. 

But how cou*d Carthage aft in fuch Diftrefi, 

But as fh' has done, or follow different Meafures ? 

As flie requires a Peace, 'tis only Regulus 

That can fccure it — nay, his Intereft too, 

His natural Fondnefi to continue here. 

Will win him to employ his beft Perfuafion. 

CORVUS. 

Carthage again is wrong — Ihe knows him not— 

His Head, Chimaera-fiird, with vain Ideas 

Of fledfaft Honour, and of publick Good, 

Turns not one Look to Intereft or to Safety ; 

If he fufpcfts bis Country fuffers by it, 

Th? fmallcft Part of Honour or of Land, 

No Views can bribe him to a Thought of Peace. - 

MuTius, 

What, not when Life depends on the Succcls ? 

Hear the Conditions — e'er he parted thence, 

In a full Senate he received an Oath, 

Whofc 
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whole Tenor bound him to return to Carthage^ 
Faihng at Rome ; jjnd then they told him, Mercy 
Should be cut off, and Death fhou*d be his Doom : * 
But fuch a Death— fo dreadful and fo horrid. 
That the Thought Ihudders me ^ the Rack's Ex- 

tenlion 
Is Eafc and downy Slumber to the Pains 
Which they defcrib*d tb him : '^ If thou fucceed'ft not 
(Su^ were their Words) '* prepare to meet a Torture 
** More exquifite than yet Invention praftis'd j 
*« The Bull ofPbalaris, Procruftes' Bed, 
** That (topping or extending) fitted all, 
«* Will in Idea wrong what thou Ihalt feel : 
*• Thy Eye-lids torn away, thou Aalt be fix'd 
•« Againft the Glare of the Meridian Sun, 
** Till thou fhalt weep thy Sight away -, the Heat 
*' Impregnating the l^rves, ihail fire the Brain 
** And whirl confuming Madnefs -, next, rib'd up 
** Naked within a wooden Rownd, whofe Sides 
*^ Are arm*d with Steel inverted, and fo thick 
*' They point Iharp Pain almoft at ev*ry Pore j 
** Then from a Mountain V Height, whofe broad- 

fpread Bafe 
** Defies the rough Encounter of the Sea, 
" Thou fhalt be roird, in circling Agony, 
** Wave-buried'* — and to fill up their Difcription 
They to his Vie\y prefented their dire Engine, 
Their Piece-meal Torture. 

CORVUS. 

Gave he then no Anfiver I 
MuTius. 
Unmov*d, he view'd it with a carelefs Eye ; 
Then fniiPd, and faid — Pm ready to fet forward* 

CoRvus. 
Contempt of Death ; — for me, I like it not — 
The Confequence is fearful^ but too late 
To think of a Prevention — What mufl be done ? 

My 
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My private Fears arc ftrong, nor can I Ihake 
This heavy Apprehenfion from niy Mind: — ^ 
But what of Decius ? — Say not he is coming j 
Good Muiiusy fay my Rival is at Carthage^ 
Detained the Hoftage of his Friend's Return, 
J\.nd not with Regulus ; — 

MuTius. 

Your Hopes are vain : 
Within this half Hour you may fee him here. * 

CoRVxrs. 
Why there again — Misfortune every Way 
Stares mc broad-fac*d ; Ruin in ev'ry Shape 
Approaches — There my Love is facrific'd ; 
Cleliaj whom in Defpite ev'n of myfelf, 
I love — muft then be hi^ — that charming Maid ! 
Nor does it ought avail that I hzvt feign'd 
The Story of his Death, or Ihe believM it ; — 
His curs'd Return will clear all Myfteriqr, 
And bring Defpair to me : — But I muft hence 
To make the beft Advantage of thy News :— - 
I miift conclude on fomething — fee where ^infus^ 
My faithful Slave approaches -, him I leave 
To thy Occafions — We muft work in Ha(^— 
Good Mutm^ hie thee to Valerius^ 
To him unbofom thy Intelligence : 
He will condudt thee to him. ^ 

MUTIUS. 

To Valerius t 

CORVUS. 

To hijji, good Mutius \ — fince thy Abfence from us. 
He has been gained to join in our Defigns \ 
And is my Colleague, if my prefent Aim 
Lights oh the Confulfliip™ by him, at large. 
Thou ihalt be made acquainted with each Step 
Already taken to complete our wifh : 
Bid him (as we had Yefter- Night appointed) 
To meet the Tribunes, and cx<ufe my Failing : — 

• Imuft 
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I mull confer with Scaurus^ whom, thou know'ft^ 

I long-fince plac'd, for Purpofes of Moment, 

In Martians Family, the Wife oiRegulus: — 

My All is on the Hazard — MuHus haftc — 

And after meet me at the City Gate, 

E'er Regulus fhall enter iJ^w^,— difpatch-— 

My Fate feems wedded to this Day's Event, 

And Ruin or Succefs attends its Clofe : 

To C^rvus* Mind, the Certainty of either 

Can feel but light — 'tis Doubt creates the Pain. 

S C E N E m. 

QjJINTUS, MUTIUS. 

QuiNTUS. 

Mufius I My Lord ! — what jufl: returned from Car-^ 

thage? 
How fares my ancient Matter ? — brooks he well 
His lengthened Bondage ? , 

MUTIUS. 

He is now returning. 
QyiNTus. 
Returning, fay'ft thou ? — wherefore this Confufion ? 
Why, fly the Spirits from the Seat of Life ? 

MuTius. 
Why ftart'ft thou, ^intus ? 

QuiNTus. 

Muiiu^i at thy ^ews^ 
So ftrange and unexpected. 

MuTius. 

He retumsy 
To reftore Peace to Carthage and to Rome, 

Qjj in TVS apart. 
Wou*d he could give it to the Mind of ^intus I 

MuTius. 



/ 
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MUTIVS. 

What fay'ft thou? 

QuiNTUS. 

But a Doubt of his Succefs — 
For Rome is angry at the State of Carthage : 
Saw you my Lord ? 

MUTIUS. 

He, parted hence this Moment: 
Thou ^intus art xp bring me to Valerius \ 
With him I muft cQi?fer. 

QiriNTUS. 

ril ihew you to him. 




S C EN E IV. 

V 

CORVUS, SCAURUS. 
CORVUS. 

Haft thou, according to my ftrifl: Commands, 
Us*d thy bcft Means to found the Mind of Ctelia ? 
To dive into the deep Recefs, where Thought 
Lies working inward ; where the Spark Defirc, 
Cloath'd with the Afhes of Indifference, 
Glows on, and keeps a latent Fire within ; — 
For to that Purpofe have I plac'd thee here ? 

SCAURUS. 

I know it well ; and my beft Deligence 
Has laboured to that End:— The Death of Decius^, 
(Your firft Injunftion) have I propagated 
With fuch Succcfi, that fhe believes it pertain : 
Nay farther, having gained o'er to my Purpofe 
Calva^ a Slave attending on her Ferfon j 
Whofe neceffary Office fees the Maid 
DifrobM of Form -, whofe trufted Care unlock$ 
The Door of ev'ry WiJh, of cv'y Fear : 

^ C • Her 
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Her Art has thrown in Doubts and Jealoufies 
Of Decius^ while at Carthage -, of his Falfhood, 
Other Engagements, and her Love negledled ; 
(Sh'ghts which no Woman can with Temper bear) 
Which his long Silence (for you took right Care 
To intercept his Letters) fcem'd ftrong Proof of : 
But all is vain to raze him from her Mind ; 
'Nor Falfhood nor his Death can yet efface 
The deep Impreflion that her Fondnefs took ; 
Silent and motionlefs whole Days fhe fits. 
Nor cou'd you know her from the Sculptor's Work 
But for a ftarting Tear, or burfting Sigh. 

CORVUS. 

iHaft thou not felt her Temper as to me ? 

SCAURUS. 

Oft have I try'-d with well-difler»bled Soothing 
To win her to Attention ; and have prais'd 
Your God-like Virtues, and your glorious Deeds—- 
But moft, your Love — your fond Regard of her : 
Abruptly wou'd Ihe flop me in the midft. 
And fty, '* I was not fad enough before, 
"•But you muft ftart thisThenle to make me worfe:'* 
Sway'd by a ftrong Diflike fhe thinks of you ! 
Did J fay' bate — I fhould not wrong her Meaning. 

CoRvus. 
ScauruSy thy well-meant Zeal, thy firm Attachment, 
Have made it now my Interefl to ferve thee: 
J have more Labour for thee-— but more Confidence — 
Th' Account of both (hall anfwer to thy Wifh 5 
Be this my Earnefl of it — this affure thee. 
Thy Welfare is as near me, as the Bofom 
Which now thou clafp'ft — inform her I am here. 
And wait to tell her News that will furprize her. 




SCENE 
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S C E N E V. 

CORVUS. 

Such is the Fate of Guilt, to make Slaves Tools, 
And then to make 'em Matters — by our Secrets : — 
But oh ! this cruel, this difdainful Fair! — 
Spite of her rooted Hate flie.muft be mine: 
But -how?- — The Death of Decius ?-"— Ay — 'tis 

fix'd :— 
• She muft be borne away too, and made happy 
Againft her Will: — Be not Half- Villain, Corvusi 
One Hand in Guilt — plunge in its Fellow too. 
And let both wear the Colour of my Thoughts. 
See where fhe comes— Can Love be Weaknefs call'd. 
That charms the ftrongeft Paffions of the Mind ? 
That fubjedb Reafon to the Tye of Senfe, 
And ^ulls Ambition from its high-fix'd Seat ? 







SCENE VI. 
CoRvus, Cl el I a* 

CORVUS. 

OCleUa I ftill this Gloom ?--muft thofe bright Eyes 
Be never feen but in a Briny Tear, 
Or through the half-clos'd Veil of Contemplation? 
Wilt thou for ever bid Diftrels attend thee. 
And liften to no Language but Defpair ? 

Clelia. 
I thought y* had Bufinefs — if you only came 
To tell me I was wretched — 'tis a Labour 
You iftght have fpar'd — for I have known it long. 

CORVUS. 

You wrong me much — I come not to condole, 
'To footh the anixous Sigh, or foften Pain j 

C 2 An 



/ 
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An happier Motive fways my prefent Purpofe ; 

I come to banifli Sorrow from thy Breaft, 

For ever to dilpcl the fad*ning Gloom 

That hangs upon thy Youth, and bring thee Tidings, 

Such as thy Hope defpair d of, and thy Heart 

"Will entertain with Rapture — O my Qelia I — 

Clelia. 
What mcan^ft thou, Corvus ? 

CORVUS. 

Regulus return? — 
Clelia. 
Ye heavenly Powers ! 

Corvus. 
To the expeAing Arras 
Of his lov'd MarUa ; to the joy-flied Tears 
Of his dear Children — and to grateful Romt ; 
To Rome that empties all her Streets to meet him, 

* And with a Triumph crown his wifti'd-for Prefence. 

Clel|a. 
Bleft be thy happy Tidings — bleft the Bearer^-* 
Q CorvtiSy never did I hear thee fpeak. 
With fuch Delight and Tranfport — let me fly. 
Pour the glad Sounds intd my Mother*s Ears, 
And welcome to her Heart the Stranger Joy. 

CORVUS. 

Stay C/(?//>r-yct thou know'ft not half thy JBliis — 
Not Half thy Rapture ; 

Clelia. 

Wherefore fpcak'fl: thou fo? 
Can there be added Happinels to what 
My Father's Coming gives ? 

Cqrvus. 

I knoir there can *, 
Know it with fatal Grief and deir ExperienqpK 
Hear then — but now my Refolution fails me-— 
I cannot tell — and yet I came^to fpeak it— ^ 
To offer up this great Oblation to thee, 

• And be the Grave of all thy Griefi? at once, Cl i- 
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Clzlia. 
I am AmazQment all ! 

CORVUS. 

' * And I Confufion— 

O CUlia^ tho* my Soul has held dice ftill 
Dear as her Hopes of Immortality ; 
Tho* ev'ry Wilh was centered but in thee— • 
Here I difclaim 'em all, and give thee up 
My Hope, my Happinels, my Peace of Mind^ 
And in Exchange will welconie thy Deipair : 
Thou wonder'ft at my Words — 

Clslja. 

And well I may :— 

CoKVUjS, 

Thou (halt not long — for know— thy DwW lives-— 

Clelia. 

What fay'ft thou ? 

CORVUS. 

Certain— he returns to Rome^ 
Wing'd with the Tranfport of beholding thee : 
Soon (halt thou fee him proftrate at thy Feet, 
Hear his known Voice, and feel his lov'd Embrace. 

Clelia. 
Is he not dead ?— thou flatter'ft Mifcry :— 
Is he not dead?— Speak— cafe me of My Hope, 
And-make the Tydings cert^ :— 

CoRVUS. 

•Tis as certain^ 
As that defpairing Corvus mud be wretched : 

charming Maid f-- weigh but mySuffcringsjuftly;*^ 

1 make no common Sacrifice— * Tis all-r- 
My treafur'd Hoard of Happinefi at once — 
All lavifh'd here — then, fince my cruel Fate^ 
Has fix)m thy Tablet raz'd the Lover's Name, 
O yet, be juft in making fomc Return, 

And fubftitute the Friendst 

Clelia* 
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Clelia. 

O do not doubt J 
My Gratitude fhall never clofe her Eye, 
Till fhe has found, Advantage to convince you, 
That I efteem this Aftion, as I ought. 

CORVUS. 

I dare not think of more — and yet — who's here ? 

SCENE VII. 
Decius, Corvus, Clelia. 

Decius. 
Foi^v? th* Abruptncfs of a Lover's Halle, 
That thus intrudes — 

Clelia. 
O Decius ! 

Dec I us. 

O my Love! 
I thought I wore thy Image in my Mind 
Beyond the Painter's Likenefs — ^but I find. 
Thou now out-fhin*ft thy former fclf as much. 
As the Meridian Brightnefs of the Sun 
Exceeds his Mornbg Ray.^ 

CoKvus. 

Perdition feize him ! 
And add the Pains of Hell to that Embrace ! 
See how flie welcomes him to Life, and her. 
With the wild Gaze of unexpected Rapture :— 
I cannot bear it — 

Clelia. 

Never did I think, 
O Defius ! to behold thofc Eyes again ! 

Decius. 
What means my Love ?-..^Ha !— wherefore is he 
. • : . here ? 

But 
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But that my Faith is ftrong, my Love fecure. 
And Doubt a Stranger to an Heart like mfne : 
I fhould fufpeft the worft by feeing him : — ' 
My Clelia fpeak — 

CORVUS.. 

Why, Dectus^ doft thou fcenj 
So much alarm'd ait me ? — what can you fear--- 

Deci us. 
Not the beft Vigour of thy Arm in Fight 5 
Not all thy open Manhood can do to me ; 
But when I fear — I fear \yith hoheft Men 
Thy Treachery, thy Arts, thy deep-hid Guile, 
The Bafenels, native of thy gloomy Brcaft^ 
And every Vice that ftains the worft of Men. 

CoRvus. 
I have been told o^Afric^s Sun-fcorch'd Clime, 
And find it in thy Railing — 

Decius. 

Let us hence — 
The Man fo hardly to converfe with Guilt, • 
Admits a Parley that may end in Shame. 

SCENE VIII. 

CORVUS. 

Curfe on his coming — it has ruin*d all ! — 

For his Revilings — we were always Foes, 

Nor fhou'd I chufe to hear a kinder Language ; 

Well, fince Deceit and Treachery are mine \ 

They fhall be both employed to dig thy Fall ; 

Do thou enjoy Diftruft — and I Revenge ; 

Yes — he (hall die — but while I fpeak he lives — 

It fhall be done this Night — Succels attends 

Th' uplifted Arm of rapid Execution, 

While 
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While fwift Prevention overtakes Delay : — 
• — But Regulus approaches— -I muft hence. 
And meet him with the Maflc of Fried ftiip on : 
Let honeft Fook the Boaft of Truth enjoy. 
To look by Nature, and through Pafllons fpeak ; 
But Men like me th* inverted Art maintain 
To weep in Pleafure, and to laugh m Pain* 



"tteEnd of the Firfi ACT. 
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A C T ir. 

S C E N E I. 
CoRvus, MuTius, meeting. 

CORVUS. 

71/fUTIUSj what Tydings bring*ft thou from 
■^^ Falerius ? 

Say, has he met the Tribunes ? 

MuTius. 

I left him now 
Conferring with them ; — but they feem as cold. 
And wear fuch diftant Strangenefs in their Looks, , 
As if they knew him not. 

CoRvus. 

'Tis what I fear*d : — 
The curs'd Return of Regulus has changed *em : 
That Man was born to be the Bane of Corvusj 
To meet me at each Turn, unwind my Plots, 
'And baffle every Scheme : — but fay, good Mutius^ 
How was his Coming relifh'd by Valerius ? 
, What faid he to the News ? 

MuTius. 

A deep Surprize 
' Dew'd all his Face, and fix*d his out-ftretch*d Eye ; 
His Speech disjointed grew, his Aftion, wild : 
But by Degrees the fettled Fibres loofcn'd^ 
Rcftormg his firft Vifage — then, reminding him 
The Tribunes waited jr— with a deep-fetch/d Sigh, 
He cried, I fear his Coming will undo us ! — 

D In 
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In vain I urg*d the Reafons that calm'd you ; 
He {hook his Head, and with a wavering Shrug,^ 
Irrclblute and cold, went forth td meet them. 

CORVUS. 

Ha ! does he doubt ? Nay, then I know my 

Courfe : — 
Not to proceed with Warmth, is to betray — 
He fliall be taken care of. 

. MuTius. 

Yet his Friendfhip, 
So known, and fo approy'd, will keep him fteddy, ' 

CoRvus. 
Friendfhip ? — 1 have too deeply read Mankind 
To be amus'd with Friendfhip ; *tis ^ Napde 
Invented merely to betray Credulity : 
'Tis Intercourfe of Interefls— ^not of Souls> 
Betwixt the Wife ; and when the Fool wifl deal. 
He ooly purchafes a Lot of Air, 
Yet pays his Wife or Fortune for the Bargain, 
I will this Inflant fee him — if he faujter— 
His Life fhall pay the Forfeit of his Fear, 
And fix the Safety of our Caufe : Good Mutiufr 
Here the Arrival wait of Regulus \ 
I will return- with Speed — one Moment, fei^'d 
By quick Advantage, over-rates an Age 
Of Circumlpedion and deliberate Thought. 

S C E N E IIL 

M u T I u s. 

Friendship but name-— but an invented Cheat ? 
Where then is fix'd the Bafis of our Caufe, 
If there be neither Trufl nor Confidence ? 
H4 ! where indeed ?f«rl few it not before-^ 
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How dreadful is the Prolpeft ! — ^where is Safety 
When our firft Principle avows Dcftrudtion ? 
This caHs for Thought-— ^but I am interrupted— 

[Retires^ 

SCENE III. 

DeciuSi Clelia^ MuTItJS. 

Dficius. 
Truth wou'd be deemM a Fable, ftiou'd I fpeak 
But half his Bafenefs : believe me, gentle Clelia^ 
(Tho' the beholding Thee was my beft Wifli) 
Yet his ili-omen'd Prefencc damp'd the Meetings 
And pain'd the Pleafure. 

Clelia. 

His Pretence to me. 
Was to inform me of my Father*s coming 5 
Of thy Return and Safety : — Thefe were Tydings 
Muft claim a Wclcbme from the Heart of Cleiia, 

Decius. • 
No more, my Love -, — let us not wafte the Mo- 
ments, 
For happier Subje^ dcftin*d, on a Wretch : — 
* Look where his Agent ftands — his black Accom- 
plice :-- ^ \Obferving Mutius* 
Do but obferve the Face qf Villany, 
How different from the Brow of Innocence! 
See what a fettled Gloom oI:^cures his Viiage, 
Sure Emblem of the Horror of his Breaft, 
Where his fklfc Heart enthron'd in native Darkne^ 
(Unconfcious and unwifhing for the Light) 
Broods o'er new Treafons, and enjoys the Mifchitf. 

D % Clblxa. 



20 R E G U L U & 

Clelia. 

But look where Martia^ where my Mother comes. 
On Wings of Tranfport borne to meet her Regulus : 
See how Aflfeftion fwells to Extafy, 
O'er-flowing at the Eyes — while every Motion 
Speaks the unbounded Madnefs of her Joy, 
And dreffes Pleafure in Diftradion's Garb. 

•8* tO« f«» f«L l9* J9i.j9» tSi tfc J«< Jit aOt tOi ifc l>i. Jgj, Jfe Jfc 



\^r^i^{^{m(^(^\'i^C>-'^f'^^^^ 



S C E N E IV. 

Martia^ Decius, Clelia, Mutius, 

Children^ Attendants. 

Martia. 
Quick, let me fly — where is my Regulus f — 
My Lord — My Ijove ? — O let no -R^«»tf»Eyc 
Behold niy Regulus^ till I have feen him — 
Till I have pour'd my Traniports in his Bofom, 
And all the Longings of a five Year's Abfence — 
An Abfence, now o'er-paid--I now forget 
My Mid-night Watchings, and my flowing Tears, 
The Dew of every Morn j the conftant Care 
That wrung my Heart, and fiirrow'd up my Vilage :— 
All is forgot— ray Regulus, returns. 
And Sorrow fadfes away — He comes, he comes, 
Hark ! the glad Crowds proclaim it to the Skies, 
As if th* important News concerned the Gods — 
As fure it does— for what can Jove behold 
With fo much Pleafure, as a virtuous Man, 
The Image of himfelf-— O. fee — they come — 

Decius. 
j^tire this Way — the circling Croud rolls on. 
And in the Tumuk of their mad'ning Joy, 
WiU Qvcr-bc^, ^'n you — this Way--good Martia^ 

[Retire. 
SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

CORVUS, MUTIUS, SCAURUS, Gf^. 

% CORVUS. 

.What! has he entered? 

MUTIUS. 

Sec he now approaches : — 
Say, haft thou feen Valerius ? 

CoRVUS. 

In right Time, 
And iix*d his wavering Spirit — he is ftedfaft : 
ScC'-rRegulHS — let us at Diftance mark him 

S C E N E VI. 

Regulus^ Carthaginian Ambassadors^ 

&c. 

Regulus. 
Hail Rome and Romans ! O thou much-IovM Land! 
Whofe gentle Bofom bore my Infant Steps ; 
Accept this Tribute of my filial Lqve : 
And thou, great Jove^ if, with a jealous Eye, 
Thou feeft me pay fuch Reverence to this Earth, 
Such almoft Idol-Homage to my Country— » 
Sui:e *tis a Crime the eafieft to be pardoned. 

Martia. 
I njuft have way — where is my Regulus ? — 
My Lord-r—my Life. — 

^ RjEGULUS. 

O Martia ! O my Wife !— 

Long 
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Long let me hold thee here : — My Children too !— - 

Tranfport is always filent, and my Words - 

Are loft in more fubftantial Blifs— but thus—and thusr- 

Cokvus. * 
Curfe on his fpeechlefs Extafies ! 

MuTItJS* 

Be filent. 

Regulu$. 
At length 'tis paft, and Tranfport gives fome Way— 
What (hall I firft demand, O gentle Martia ! 
Who have a thoufand Queftions of Importance 
Waiting to be refolv*d ? — But feeing thee 
Anfwers them all, and I am more than happy. 

Martia. 
O 'tis an Age fincc I beheld thee laft : 
What haft thou felt ?— and what has Martia fulFer*d ?-»^ 

RSGULU^. 

No matter what ; to bear our Good or 111 
With equal Temp'rance is a Roman Virtue : — 
My Wife ! — vsxj Children f — thiis to fee ye here— 
O ! be the Omen lucky and propitious. 
That firft prefents the Objefls deafeft to tokf 
And teaches me, thro' them — talove my Country* 

See, Decius, fee, thoii noble-minded Roman ! 
Whofe great— whofe jwrondrous, unexampled Friend- 

fliip 
Difclaim'd the Charms of native Liberty \ 
And foUow'd -Regulus to Ihare his Bondage : 
Behold this Caufe for unaccuftom'd Joy, 
And (hare it with thy Friend*— ye righteous Gods! 
A Wife fo faithflil, and a Friend fo true, 
What can be added — but my Country happy ?-i 

MuTius. 
Why ftand'ft thou mufing ? join the publick Joy, 
And hail this Idol. 

CORVUS. 

Thou inftruft'ft me, Mutius : 
2 Amidft 
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Amidft this general Joy for thy Return, 
Liet Corvus pour his Gratulatigns too. 
And find 'cm welcome. 

Regulus. 

Frank Sincerity, 
Tho' no invited Gueft is free to all. 
And brings his Welcome with him :-^Such I hope 
Thine, Corvus^ is—^-Pm fure it ought to be : 
They Ihould not find Deceit, who never meant it. 

Corvus. 
Who do not m«an Deceit, do not expeft it : 
And your Diftinftion furniflies a Doubt, 
A Doubt of *me — Can Regulus fuppofe — 

Regulus. 
No, he difclaims all Rafhneis : Well he knows 
That Suppofition ftill out-flies Difcretion, 
And by a giddy Swiftnefs lofes Certainty : 

If thou art virtuous, let thy Adtions fpeak it ; 
If not — we have feen Falfliood-— ev'n in Romans. 

Corvus. 
My Tefl: of Honcfly and Truth, be Tryal, 
But, till I forfeit Honour, think I wear it ; 
Nor banifli me thy Friendfliip—till unworthy. 
Who lays a Claim to' Regtdus*s Friendlhip, 
Muft firfl: be Friend to Liberty and Rome : 
The two firm Rocks on which all Friendihips Hand, 
Are Love of Freedom, and our Country's Glory j 
Piety, Valour, and paternal Love 
Form the arifing Pile : The other Virtues, 
Candor, Beneficence, . and moral Truft, 
Are Super-ftruftures, and adorn the Dome : 

Prove thyfelf Matter of fo fair a Manfion — 
A»d thou art prov'd my Friend. 

Corvus. 

I hope I ihall 

r 
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Reoulus. 
There let it reft^— O Decius /—what is Man, 
When the worft Heart can wear the Brow of Virtue,- 
And falfc Appearance fmile us to Deftruftion ? — 
And yet, what is he not, when crown'd with Truth, 
With every fecial Virtue that thou wear'ft ? — 
Then, then, we tafte the Rapture of the Gods : 

SCENE VII. 

^MILIUS, LiCTORS, IJLeGULUS^ &C. 

iEMILIUS. 

May Jovcy Proteftor of the Roman State, 
*Deck with his whiteft Omens this bleft Day, 
That .gives to Rome her long-loft Regulus. 

Th* aflembled Fathers of her awful Senate, 
(Sharing the Joy that enters every Breaft) 
Have, to the Honour of obeying them. 
Added the Pleafure of my greeting you ; 
And thus to Regulus they bid me fay 
Welcome to Rome and them ; more welcome now,. 
Than when a Triumph crowded up her Gates, 
And the loud P?ean founded thro* whole Rome^ 
Hailing bcr Regulus^ who fought and conquered. 

In a full Senate they expeft his Prefence ; 
And that he Ihou'd not pafs the Streets of Rome 
Lels honoured than when he beheld her laft 5 
Thcfe Enfigns of the Dignity he wore, 
Thefe fure Preceders of the Confurs Steps. 
They will him to accept — and that he*d think *em 
Left meant to honour him — than prove Rome grateful. 
So Speak the Fathers with united Voice. 

Regulus. 
The Speed of this high Honour of the Senate 

So 
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So far out-runs the Prolpedt of Return, 

Th^t even Acknowledgment pants breathlefe after : 

Yet good JSmilius, tell the confcript Fathers, . 

When Regulus laft parted from thefe Walls, 

He was Rome^s Conful — not the Slave of Carthage : 

Thefe Enfigns, that were then his higheft Honour, 

Are now his worft Reproach : — To dQht yEmilius\ 

In a juft Caufe, and for our Country's Glory, 

Is the beft Office of the beft of Men ; 

And to decline it when thofe Motives urge. 

Is Infamy beneath a Coward's Bafenefs : — 'True, 

I have fought, and conquer'd for my Country, 

And in the Aft of Service — paid myfelf : 

But I have fought, and how — Zantippus knows. 

Who, from Remits Conful— led me Slave to Carthage: 

Still glows the Brand updn my fervile Front, 

And while the Mark — or its Remembrance lives, 

I am an Alien to fuch Pomp as this. 

Say to th' aflembled Fathers, that their Love 
Has over-run their Juftice •, that thefe Liftors, 
Who add true Honours to the Conful's Office, 
Wou'd wrong themfelves, and but difgrace a Slave. 

-ffi^MILIUS. 

Misfortune does not always wait on Vice ; 
Nor is Succefs the conftant Gueft of Virtue : 
Pejrhaps the Gods more amiably defign. 
To fhew the Hero ftruggling in the Toils 
Of unforefeen, unmerited Diftrefs •, 
The great Example beams Inftruftion forth. 
And better ferves the Purpofes of Heav'n : 
As fuch confider'd — thou art ftill the fame. 
As when Succefs had crefted thy Renown, 
And Valour refted on the Arm of Conqueft. 

Regulus. 
When Purpofes are weigh'd againfl: Events, 
Say can we promlfe Certainty or Truth ? 
What I am now — the meancft Roman knows, 

E But, 
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But, what the Gods intend — is theirs alone : 
Let us not bar their great oppofelefs Wills, 
By feeming more than they wou'd have us be : 
So (hall the Chain, that links Propriety, 
Remain unbroken, and the Nerve of Hope 
But brace Obedience to the Will of Heaven. 

F/>y? Ambassador. 
When this Man's Deedsfhall reach Pofterity, 
Will they not want a fJame to call *em by ? 

Second Ambassador. 
And for the Peace that Carthage hopes to gain \ 
Such I perceive his Sway, and Influence -, — 
'Tis not as Rome refolves — but Regulus. 

Regulus. 
Let us fet forward — but without that Train— - 
Difmifs 'em, good JEmitius^ or I ftir not. 

[Mmihjisjigns to the LiSors^ who go off. 

Martia ! My Wife ! retjre my beft-belov*d. 
And with our Houftiold Gods attend my coming : 
Thou know'ft (and always haft approved it too) 
That my firft Duty waits upon my Country : 

The Lover's Ardor, the fond Parent's Care, 
The Hufband's foft Endearments ftrongly move ; 
But when the Welfare of our Country calls, 
Thefe Paffions fet™ and the great Patriot fliines. [Ex. 
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SCENE VIIL 

CORVUS, MUTIUS, SCAURUS. 

CORVUS. 

Now, Mutius^ we muft work with both our Hands, 
And fadiion Bufinefs to fuppos'd Events : 
Say that this ftern, this Virtue-cbuded Man, 
Repugnant to the Hopes of fuing Carthage^ 

Declares 
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Declares againft a Peace — whiat tnuft be done ? — 
Say too, that mindlefs of the Oath inipos*d>. 
He fhou*d determine to continue here ; 
And not return to Carthage? — Where are then 
Our full-blown Hopes, our ripen'd Expeftations ? 
How muft we aft ?-— If we are Friends to Carthage^ 
We muft approve it by fome bold Attempt, 
Some noble Deed, where Danger wins Succels : — 
To be fecure, we muft be bloody, Mutius — 
He muft not live — at all Events — he muft not : 
If he returns to Carthage — then indeed 
He ^ill be well difpos*d of— if he ftays-y- 
(The Suppolition fhakes me)— -no, *tis fix'd 
If he fucceeds for Carthage^ ftill he dies — 
Rome cannot hold us both — Mutiusy be near me — 
I muft be now indebted to thy Aid 
Good Scaurus : 

SCAURUS. 

I am wholly thine. 

CORVUS. 

I know it : 
Repair thou to his Houfe and wait my Orders : 
Thou art our chief, our Mafter-Inftrument ;~ 
We can but Ihake the Oak — *tis thou muft fell him ; 
The Means are in thy Hands — 

ScAURUS. 

Command my utmoft 
CoRvus. 
I thank thee, Scaurus— yfc muft watch him clofe : 
We lhou*d not always wait the Throws of Nature ; 
We muft be cruel fometimes to be kind. 
And rip out Safety from the Womb of Time : 
Propitious Fortune ! aid this grand Event ; 
Lend thy Affiftance— to this Birth be kind. 
And thou, with me, fhalt never more be blind. 



Tie End of^tbe Second ACT. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

C0RVU8, MUTIUS. 

Co Rv us. 

STILL this tumultuous Noife ! this Burft of Joy, 
Rending the Skies ? — O Breath of publick Praife ! 
Short-liv'd and vain ! Oft gained without Defert, 
As often loft unmerited : Compofed 
But of Extrcams ;— thou firft begin'ft with Love 
Enthufiaftick, Madncfs of AfFeftion : Then, 
(Bounding o'er Moderation, and o'er Reafon) 
Thou turn'ft to Hate as caufclefs, and as fierce. 
Did'ft thou behold the Patriot-Cheat proceed, 
Cheek-flulh'd with all the Infolence of Virtue ?— ^ 
Virtue ?— Pride light up into Zeal— a fpecious Shew, 
At once himfelf deceiving— and Mankind : — 
And in his Way, when he beheld the Temple 
Sacred to Liberty, he cry'd aloud-— 
*' Here let us facrifice, my noble Friends, 
** To this beft Bleffing that adorns our Rome : 
*^ To Liberty, that makes our Name rever*d ; 
^* To facred Liberty— the Gift of Gods — 
*' To Liberty— their Gift and their Enjoyment; 
*' Which, did they want— -they cou'd not be im- 
mortal. 
He Spoke — and with what Violence of Joy, 
Did the bafe Crowd applaud !~Their fever'd Shout 
Was Liberty and Regulus — I cou'd not bear it — 
But breaking thro' the Throng, came here to vent 

The 
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The Spleen and Indignation of my Soul. 

MuTius. 
Will you not to the Senate ? 

Cor V us, ^ 

Mutiusj I muft; 
My Safety urges : — didft thou not obferve 
With what a deep Diftruft his Eye revil'd mt -, 
And when my Salutations reached his Ear, 
What Diftance dwelt upon his haughty Brow ; 
Such a contemptuous Length, an Innocence, 
*Twixt Guilt and her, ftill infolently keeps : — 
Perhaps our Pradtices have been betray'd ; — 
But how ?— -by whom ? — No-— certain 'Cartbagi 

wou*d not : 
I muft be there — Abfence wou'd give Advantage : — 
It is the Mafter-piece of Villany 
To finooth the Brow, and to out-face Sufpicion : 
Again thefe Shouts ? — the^ warn us to be gpne. 

SCENE IL 

The Senate. 

Manlius. 
To Jove the Stayer, and the guardian Gods, 
Protestors of the Roman Liberty, 
Be paid the Homage of this grateful Senate : 
' Fathers Confcript ! why are we thus afTembled, 
Each Roman knows, and knows I hope with Joy. 

CORVUS. 

Yours is the Taflc, moft venerable Fathers ! 
To lift the fallen, and protedt the weak ; 
To make the proud Oppreffor feel Oppreflion, 
To teach Humanity, and free Mankind : 
*ris yours to feek for Merit thro* the World, 

To 
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To chcrifh Virtue, and to puftifli Guilt. 

This Day a Roman^ long revfer'd at heme. 
Returns to Rome^ again to join our Gounfels 
Let us receive him as his Worth deferves. 
And as the Gratitude of Rome fhou*d (peak. 

. 'scene III. 

*tbe Senate, Regulus, CartAaginiak 

Ambassadors. 

• ••' 

Manilius. 
E'er we can liften to the Voice of Carthage^ 
The Senate's Greeting muft be firft declared : 

Cou'd Words, O Regulus^ exprefs the Joy, 
The Fullnefs of our Joy at thy Return ; 
This welcome Office had not then been mine ;. 
Then, every 'Grace that marks the Orator, 
The Force of Rhetorick, the Flow'rs of Speech, 
That Athena praftis'd, or Minerva taught. 
Had all been fummon'd to perform the Tafk, 
And all been baffled in the Weak Attempt. 

Since Oratory fails — let Truth be heard. 
And for it's honeft Plainefs find refpedt : 

Come then, Rome^s Regulus^ and to the. Senate 
(That has with unfeign'd Sorrow mourn'd thy Ab- 

fence^ 
Give thy accuftom'd Prefence ; mount the Seat, 
Long vacantr— and much longer wou'd remain fo. 
If only equal Merit were to grace it : 
Come to the Senate's, to the People's Aid, 
And be once more the Pillar of thy Country. 

Regulus. 
Moll great, auguft, and venerable Fathers! 
Whofe awful Virtues ftrike the World with Wonder ; 

2 Iftand 
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Iftand not here Patrician— but a Slave 
Thcfe, my deputed Mafters— -Whofe Conimand3 
Over this Body bear undoubted Sway — 
(My Mind tho* ftill unfettered) if— 

Great Regulus t 
With Wonder, and with Joy we view thee here 5 
Well pleas'd at thy Return to all thy Honours : 
We do intreat — 

Regulus. 

I know my Duty better 
Than to be twice commanded — I obey : 

[Takes bis Seat. 
Attilius. 
Say, what vou*dCtfr/ibdr^^ now? The Senate's Ear 
Is bent to her Addrefs. 

F/Vy? Ambassador. 

To Rome^ grave Fathers ! 
She fpeaks in Voice lefs terrible and bold. 
Than when fhe wore Defiance on her Brow, 
And frown'd Dcftruftibn on the Roman Land : 
Too long, fhe fays, has greedy Ravage fed 
Upon the Vitals both of Rome and Carthage ; 
Too much of Blood has dy*d each other's Fields, 
And turned the Crops of Plenty into Wafte : 
Too oft has Earth re-eccho'd to our Cries, 
Too often groan'd beneath our Hills of Slain : 
Ev'n to great Neptune* s Empire have we ftray'd^ 
And held Contention on his Element ; 
How often has he feen our Fleets engage \ 
Now on a Mountain-furge difputing Conqiieft ; 
Now grappling clpfe, where the divided Waves, 
Had form'd a Valley thro* the Storm-pIough*d Sea ?— 

Here let the doubtful Tug for Glory end ; 
Divide We here the well-difputed Wreath. 

Manilius. 
Long has your Carthage been renow'd for Fraud, 

The 



32 k E G U L U S. 

The fpccious feeming, and the deep-hid Guile ; 

Sincerity is not the Growth of Africky 

Too hot the Climate for fo mild a Fruit : 

And therefore deem we not this offered Peace, 

As the Refult of foft Humanity ; 

The Joy that from another's Good fliould flow. 

The Horror to fee human- kind laid Wafte: 

Necefllty, in. fpite of the Difguife, 

Stares out behind, and fliews her naked Head. 

Regulus. 
Tho' Carthage claims my Body, Confcript Fathers! 
My greater, nobler Part — is Roman ftili ; 
My Mind", my Inclinations, and my Hopes, 
Upborn by Liberty, are ftill with you— 
Then, with a Roman Freedom let me fpeak : 

CORVUS. 

*Tis as I fear'd — curfe on his rigid Virtue ! 

{Apart. 

Regulus. 
Fathers ! If my Perfuafion be of Force, 
Rejeift all Terms with Cartbuge : *Tis unjufl: 
To fink the Spirit of your warlike Legions, 
In the calm Stilinefs of ignoble Peace : 
Chqck not that Ardor which no Foes can* curb. 
And which in Time muft make the World your own : 
I know the Hardships of a lengthened War; 
What Treafures it muft coft-what Streams of Blood j 
What vaft Expences--what unnumber*d Toils, 
Equipping Fleets, and muftering Armies afk : 
But Perfeverance is a Roman Virtue, 
That wins each Godlike Aft, and plucks Succefs 
Ev'n from the Spear-proof Creft of rugged Dangers 

Firft Ambassador. 
Where will this end ? 

Second Ambassador. 

Not where our Wilhes point. 

Regu- 
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Regulus. 
Tho' you are weakcnM— look on Carthage weaker i 
Thefc Eyes can witncfs how infirm fhe is. 
And how difpirited : She fues for Pe^ice, 
Becaufe unable to continue War : — 
Ev'n in her firmeft Brace of Fortitude, 
What cou'd her Arms againft the Roman Pow*r ? 
You have been vanquifli'd once— and then-O Shame I 
My Rafhnefs gave em— what they cou'd not win : 
But brave Metellus has retrieved that Lofs, 
And more th^n doubly recompensed my Failure : 
Throw Lilyb^eum^ Drepanum afidc — 
All Sicily is yours : — Your Friends are firm ; 
Theirs doubtful— veering with the Windof Intcrcft, 
Which blows not now from any. Port in Africk : 
Your Armies are compared of one People, 
Join'd by the double Tye of Friend and Countrf^ 
Theirs, Mercenaries only, who are paid 
For every Blow they ftrike : — Confider too; 
Each Day, fome brave Allie falls from their Sid^ 
Thinking with Horror, how the bafe Republick 
Repaid Zantippusy who prcferv*d their State. 

Fathers, a Peace with Carthage carries Shame \ 
Nor lives the Thought in any Bread, I hope. 
To wrong the Firmnefs of a Roman Mind, 
That owns no Pafllon — but its Country's Glory. 

C o R V u s. 
Did not the Force of Praife break thro' my Wonder, 
I had continued in this ftatuM Senate, 
Wrap*d up, like them, in filent Admiradon, 
But fuch difinterefted Virtue claims 
As well our Acclamations as our Wonder. 

Yet when we weigh th* Importance of a Peace, 
Againft th* Extremities of doubtful War ; 
The long-expefted Reft your Legions aflc, 
Againft the Turmoils of &tigying Marches ; 
A ceruin Safety, 'gainft a ceruin Danger — 
. . F Perhaps 
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Perhaps the Scale may then incline to Peace : 
Carthage i^ weak, drove to Extremities — 
But then confider how the Defperate fight ; — 
Dcfpair ftrikes wild — but often fatal too — 
And in the mad Encounter wins Succefs : 

I do not plead for Peace, — I but rcmonftrate 
The State of each — and then remind you too — 
We can but fight — th'Event is with the Gods. 

Rboulus. 
Did I not know the Features of the Man 
Who laft addrefsM you, venerable Fathers; 
That he was born at Rme^ and is Patrician, 
I had not doubted but that here he ftood, 
Chai^'d with th' Affairs of Carthage ; that his Speech 
Had been debated in the Punic Senate, 
And as a faithfiii Servant of their State, 
Delivered here by him : — for cou*d a Rotnan^ 
At Rome^ and in the Roman Senate, Fathers^ 
So far belie the Glory of his Country, 
To think of Peace—and with a weakened Foe ? 

But, in my former Speech, perhaps I wron^d 
The State of Carthage ; and fhe yet has Gold, 
Whofc Influence in our Councils more prevails. 
Than by the Pay of mercenary Troops : . 

CORVUS. 

Doft thou impeadh the Senate's Honefty P 
And madly fay — 

Regulus; 
Hear firft what I wou'd fey : 
Not the whole Senate -nor the larger Part-, — 
But fome who fit here may have felt that InfluencCt 
And you can pofllbly, beft point 'em out ; 

CORVUS, 

Perfidious Carthage! — Mutius we're betray 'd — 

Regulus. 
How is Rome fellen ! Can we forget, my Fathers, 
Whin poliih'd Cyneas ftretch'd the loaded Hand, 

And 
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And the Bribe fparkled in the Matron's Eye; — 
With what Contempt they view*d the Gift and him— 
The vile Seducer— -That was Roman Virtue. — ' 

Te gilded Slaves of Avarice and Pow'r, 
Who hug, ev'n Bondage, in the Shape of Gold ! 
Look backwards to Dentatus^ great Example, 
Whofe beft Ambition was to fcrve his Country ; 
From Pyrrbu^ Breaft what Honours did he tear ! 
His Armies routed, and himfelf expell*d, 
Driv'n like an Out-caft from Italian Land : 
And when the Senate, for his glorious Deeds, 
Thinking his Triumph (tho* by far more grand 
Than e'er reach'd Rjome on Wings of Acclamation) 
Too poor to fpeak their Gratitude, decreed. 
That tho' no Roman cou'd poffefs in Land 
Above feven Acres — he fhou'd be excepted. 
And up to fifty fwell'd the lavilh Grant : 
Did he accept the Offer of the Seriate? — 
Did he not tell 'em — that with Juftice, Rome 
Might with a jealous Eye behold that Man, 
Who aim'd at more Poffeffions than the reft. 
And ftood the foremoft in Diftinftion's Rank ? — 

If any in this Senate, grafp at Riches, 
Blufh, and be humble from his great Example. 

CORVUS. 

Had I been conicious of th'imputed Guilt i | 
Or in the conftant Progrefs of my Life, 
Cou'd recoiled one Ad — or ev'n one Thought 
That was not ftarted for the publick Good : 
Unjuftified, I fliou'd, with down-caft Eyes, 
In filent Shame have hid my guilty Head : 
But, thus ereded, I confront the Fallhood, . 
And, fafe in Innocence, demand a Proof. 

Reoulus. 
The Proof may come — be ready with your Aniwer:-- 
Other Affairs are now before the Senate^ 

F 2 Firjk 



Firfi Ambassador* 
If not to Peace — for Carthage fcorns to beg. 
Nor feels that dire Neccflky you fpeak •, 
At Icaft to Kty bend the Roman Ear : 
The tender Call of Kindred and rf Friends, , 
Should plead lucce&fully to Rome^ as Carthage \ 
You hold us bafe, black with Ingratitude, 
Yet we firfl alk to fee our native Friends, 
T,o tafte the Plealure of a dear Embrace, 
And hear what Wonders they have fcen of Rome : 
If Peace diQikcs you— we derpand not Peace : 
But let the Longings of lb many Romans^ 
"Who hope to fee their Wives, their Children, Friends, 
Plead for their juft Releafe — Exchange we then \ 
And let the Sons of Carthage and of Rome^ 
Tafte the dear Fragrance of their native Fields, 

Regulus. 
Till I am certain diat a private Good 
Out-weighs an honeft Benefit to all, 
I muft o^ppok the kft Demands of Carthage :—- * 
Our Country's Welfare is our firft Concern, 
And who promotes that beft — beft proves his Duty: 
T^or Rcafons manifold, the publick Welfare 
Now pleads with mev — -and firft, the Number, 

Fathers, 
Of Carthaginians that wear Chains in Reme^ 
Trebles th^ Account of Romans now at Carthage : 
Some of their beft Commanders have we here ; 
The reft, the very Pride—the Flow'r of Africk^ 
Warm ia their Mid-day Blood, aftive and ftrong : 
Ours have already offer'd to their Country 
The Noon-Tide Stream, and now their Evening 

Drop, 
Scarce keeps 'em warm in Jfrick*s Sun-parch'd 
Clime. 
Fclthers, debate no longer — fend us hence % 
And with Defiance charge thefe peaceful Heralds : 

Colleft 



^ 
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CoUeft your Legions, and let Carthage fed 
The juft Rewards of Cruelty and Infult. 

Manlius. 
What can the Senate anfwer to thy Worth, 
All Patriot as thou art ? — Thy fteddy View 
But thro* one glorious Optick lets in Light ; 
Greatly rejefting all the lefler Ends 
That point to Fortune, Friends, and Family : 

Yet Iron-hearted Juftkre muft, I think, 
(Much more Humanityj at length confefs 
Thou haft out-gone the Precept, and the Teacher 
Ne'er mean't the rigid Leflfon fo fcvere 
As thou haft in Performance made it — 'tis too much— 
Nor muft we lofe thy Virtue ; thy Example 
Muft teach our wond'ring Youthr— 

REGUtUS. 

To do their Duty* 
By fuch an Aft of Honefty as thi^ is : 
I thank the Gods that they have honoured me 
To bear their great Commiflion 5 to illuftrate 
A Deed refembling their Divinities, 
Where the firft Virtue conftitutes the Whole ; 

Fathers, regard not me — Alas ! why (hou'd you ?^ 
Think me not worth Exchange ; I am, my Fathers, 
Infirm with Age, and haft*ning to the Place 
Where Death unites us to Eternity ; 
My Spirits, funk with Bondage and Oppreflion, 
No more can fill me out to Ads of Glory. 

Let none objeft the tender Calls of Wife, 
Of Children, Kindred, and intreating Friends 5 
A Roman has no Property that weighs 
Againft the Good, the Glory of his Country. 

I do bcfeech the Senate to concur 
With, my moft juft Requeft — my virtuous Pray*r! 

Atilius Regulus. 
When Marcus Regulus is in the Senate, 
No kind'rcd Voice need plead for Liberty : 

• ^ ' ' Our 
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Our honoured Houfe — nobly upheld by him. 
No longer Hands, but as he props his Country ; 
Yet thus far let a Kinfman dare to boaft. 
To have at leaft fb much of Regulus^ . 
To be the firft to follow his Reiblves* 

Regulus. 

Thou art much more than Kinfman thou art 

Roman. 

Manlius. 
To Carthage then j — tell her that Rome rejcfts 
All Terms of Peace, and all Exchange of Prifoners : 
We dare her bloodieft Battle, and we fcorn 
Her Arts, her Bafenefs, 'and her Cruelties : 
"We Ihall return this Meffage — but in Blood, 
In Wdr decp-dy*d, tod hoftile Defolation, 
When we approach her Country : Regulus^ 
Is his own Arbiter ; and what he judges 
Moft proper to be done— -is fo to us ; 
XiCt him return, or ftay — as he thinks fit. 
I hope I ipeak the Judgment of the Senate. 

[Thy all rife as ajfenting. 
Regulus. 
Thanks to the Gods ! — And to your juft Refblves. 
* Manlius. 

Jove the Feretrian^ guard the Roman State ! 
And grant that fuch .Examples Hill may rife. 
To make Rome bleft, and ^1 her Nations happy ! 
The Senate is diffolv'd : — 

\Xbe Scene clofes. 
Second Ambassador. 

Moft wonderful ! 
Can we believe what we have feen this Day ? 

Firft Ambassador. 
•Tis great indeed — look what a Brow he wears ; 
How calm and how ferene ! — have you determined? 
And will you back with us ?— 

Regulus» 
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Reoulus. 

Fear not my ConduA : 
Doubt not but Regulus will aft with Honour : — 

Honour is by the World but ill defined. 
The plighted Oath, or the contriafting Word, 
Stri6Uy maintainM : — No, 'tis an heav'nly Light» 
Impregnating the Soul — fecret it afts, 
Unconicious of all Motives but its own ^ 
Equal to Gods and Men, it forms its Laws, 
And bears but one Effeft — from one unalter'd Ckuic. 



The End of tbi Third ACT. 
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A C T IV. 

S C E N E I. 
CoRvus, MuTitrs. 

CORVUS. 

CURSE on his fteddy Pride ! his Stoic Zeal, 
That heats the Patriot Braio to virtuous 
Madnefs -, 
While every Impulfe Nature^s Inftinft urges. 
Is treated as a diflant, fpurious Paflion, 
Foreign to Man — who wiU himfelf, amend 
The great Creator's Work, and tell the Gods, 
They fent it here imperfedt — Furies feize him !— 

But to our own Concern — ^for now yrt ftand 
Upon a Column, whofe Time-eaten Bale 
Hardly fupports its burthen'd Capital, 
That tottering overhangs and nods to Ruin. 

MuTius. 
*Tis f^d, th'Ambaffadors will ftreight return. 
And with them Regulus ; who has requefted 
But two fhort Hours to take a laft Farewel 
Of his dear Wife, his Children, and his Friends ; 
To fetde all Concerns on this Side Life — 
Then turn from Rome^ and from the World together. 

CoRvus. 
Therefore, I tell thee, I muft change my Part : 
War muft be now my Cry — devoted Regulus 
Muft be the Subjedl of each Breath of Praife \ 

Higher 
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Higher than all Exampk muft we raife him^ 
And rob the Gods of Attributes to gracfe him : — • 

But my firft Care is to apprife Himilco 
Of what is done, and what I yet intend 2 • 
To fend by the Ambafladors is flow. 
It fpeaks not Warmth and Earneftnefs enough *, 
It fliould take Flight upon a Tempeft's Wings, 
And rtach the Gates oi Carthage in an Hour : — 
Therefore, good Mutius^ thy known Diligence, 
Will even to Expedition be a Spur, 
Arid whip her to the Goal — Be thine this Care — 
Fortune and Honours (hall repay your Toil : — 
Sluintus^ my faithful Slave fliall wait upon you. 
Ready for all Employment — fee ; he*s here \ 



SCENE II. 

CoRVus, Mux I us, QUINTUS, 

Thy Eye fpeaks Hafte: — What Tidings bring'^fl: 
thou, ^uintusf 

Qui NT us. 
Such as muft give Surprize to every RorHan — 
The Wife of Regulus has mov'd the Senate 
With Tears of virtuous Sorrow ; at her Inftance, 
They have a folemn Deputation fent; 
Imploring him to. ftay in Terms fo powerful. 
That they have bent the Firmnefs of his Nature : — 
And now, 'tis faid, he will continue here. 

CORVUS. 

By Hell 'tis falfe :~Say, Mutius^ can it be ?-r. 
Gods, what a complicated Scene of Doubts 
This Day has been %o me ! — It cannot be. 

G iQyiNTus. 
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QyiNTus. 

Nay more, the Pantifex^ to crown the whole. 
Strengthens the Senate's Pray'r, and has declar*y; 
Him free to ftay } and that he neither breaks 
His Faith to Heay'n, nor Honour to Mankind, 
if he tcfufes to return to Carthage : 
See wh^re he holds hirii eameft in Difcourfc-— 
Thia Way they more too — 

CoRvtrs^ 

Ha ! I fear him now :-- 
Gods ! what is all Appearance ? — what the Truth 
Of feeming Honefty and Patriot- Zeal,. 
When one Ihort Hour can change the gaudy Scene, 
Prefent-ing the Reverfe ? — We muft be fpecdy. 

Friends : 
Jf he refolves to ftay — he fhall hot long — 
Death can remove him — I'll about the Means : — 

QuiNTus; 
See, now they part ; — and Regulus appears 
Eas*d of, the Burthen of confliding JDoubt, * ' 
And fatisfy*d at full. 

CORVUS. 

What Crowd is that 
Entring the Gate, that fend their Shouts before 'em i 

Qv I N T US« 

I cannot ^sutis^ 

CoRVirs. . 

It is no Matter : — MutiuSj 
Do thou the neceffary Means prepare 
Of thy Departure hence — be fpeedy, Mutius% 
E'er on the Dial's Plate, the pofting Sun 
Has meafar*d half the Hour, repair to me. 
And all Things (hall be ready : — At the Gate, 
That looks toward Caribage, will I wait thy coming- 
Fail me not, Mutius. 

MUTIUS. 

I am gone : 

SCENE 
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. \ . 

SCENE III. 

<Xv I NTU8. • 

Good GodS'1 
How ftr { had faird into Guilt, before 
I thought I Had left the Shore of Innocence" ! 

wou*d the Gale of Penitence arife 

And driye nae back to Safety— 4 were happy ! 
Try, ^iniusj what thou can'ftr-rfo good a Mafter ! 
That made his Slacves almoft his dhiTdren ! — h^ be 
.coin^-» * J a' . '-''■ / - -^ •:''.' -i 

1 cannot ftay — the Sight of injurM Virtue, 
Strikes deeper than a Poignard to the Guilty : 
To him I cannot fpcak— I may to Decius — 
ni find him out and eafe ray tortur'd Mind. 

S C E N E IV. 
Reoulus, Attendantu 

4 Reoulus. 

no ! it cannot be : — what, ftay with Honour ? 
Avowing Perjury, to fl:ay with Honour ? 

If Oaths be difregarded — Come Confufion ; 
Come wild Diforder^ leading, by the Hand, 
The Harlot Vice, disfeatured of Humanity, 
And every focial Grace — Hot Violation, 
With Harpy-talon'd Rapine, dofe the Scene, 
Razing all Virtue frotti the human Heart : — 

1 muft return to Carthage : — Who comes yonder ?— 

G 2 Servant. 
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Servants 
The great Mttellus^ Sir •, our fam'd PrprCbftfiil, ^ 
Attended by a Croud of fliouting Romans^ 
Juft entering Rome, - ' 

Regulus. 
* Jis he by all my Hopes :-— 
It is a timely Meeting •, — for I find 
My Spirits faint— As if fome unfeen Pow*r 
Had mingled Water with the Stream of Health, 
And loWer'd the rich Juice :—- But fee, he comies. 

S C E N E V. 
Regulus, Metellus, &c. 

great Meteilus ! welcome to ray Arms ! 

Thou Scourge of Africk^ and thou Pride of Rome :■ 
7 thank thee for my Country, for myfelf, 
Her's, and my great Avenger — O methinks \ 

1 fee thee fighting in Sicilian Fields, 
With Valour and.Pifcfetioa on each Side 5 
I fee the routed Cahhagini'ans fly— 

I fee them plunge into the foaming Deep— -^ 

(A milder Fate than to encounter thee) 

While Fear-wing'd Jfdrubal forfakes the Field, 

And hardly reaches Lylib^um\ Walls : 

I fwear the bare Imagination fires me -, 

Ev'n Age, long frozen, feels this fecond Youth> 

And melts before its artificial Heat. 

Metellus. 
Whatever Benefit our Rome has reaped 
From that well-meant, that fortunate Exploit, 
Is doubly grateful, as it was the Means 
Of feeing Regulus again at Rome : 
So ipuch, fo long 1 panted for thy Prcfcncc i — 

Believe 
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Believe me, in the Heat of martial Ardor, 
(Had not the Senate's Orders checked my Purpole) 
I had embark'd my Legions — march'd them on. 
And paid my Greeting m the Streets of Carthage. 

Regulus. 
I thank thy generous Love : — A fitter Jundure, 
I hope will find thee thund'ring at her Gates : 
Mean time, I can but wifh thee to proceed ; 
Do to thy Country yet more Afts of Service, 
Greater thou can*ft not. 

Metellus. 

You o'er-rate me much. 
Unmindful of your own heroick Deeds, 
My great Examples : — Thou haft fure forgot—* 
Recall thy naval Vidory to mind. 
When Hanno fought, and when Hamilcar fled ; 
Heracleay fcarce recover'd from the Fright, 
Still ftands a Witnefs of the God-like Aftion :— 
Then change the Scene to Jfricky and remember 
With what Rapidity you march*d along 
From Placd to Place: — Fanie flew before your 

Arms, 
And only founded Regulus — to conquer: 
An hundred Cities own*d the Roman Sway— - 
Ev'n -Carthage-^ 

Regulus. 

Stop thee there, Metellus : 
O fpare my Shame, the deep Reproach of Regulus ;— 
And yet repeat it — Every Son of Rome^ 
Shou'<l bear the Memory of that about him. 
As the beft Caution againft headlong Rafhneis : 
What Glory might I not have gainM my Coum- 
try ?~ 
What did I lofe her in one ihamefiil Day ? 

Mbtbllus. 
You pafi too hard a Cenfure on yourfelf : 
The Gods determine Viftory — not wc t 

Our 
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Our Rome, unlike to Carthage, better knows 
Th' Uncertainty of Fortune, than to think. 
That we ihould fhare the Counfel of that PowV 
Who fattens the Event to every Caufe : 
Short-fighted Man, fcarce farther fees before him. 
Than the blind Mole» Tenant of Earth's dark 

Wornb^ 
Who (corns the Beam of Light — he can't enjoy. 

Reoulus. 
And yet this Man, fhort-fightcd as he is. 
Will, in Prefumption's Profped:, plume his Hopes, 
(UnGonfcious of the Weaknefs of his Being) 
And wing his daring Flight at heav'nly Knowledge ; 
Will arrogate Perfeftion to himfelf. 
And ftrip the Shrines of Worfhip to adorn him.. 

Metellus. 
This Subjeft better will employ our Leifure \ 
The^ prefent Moments are of more Importance : 
As I was pofting hithcrward to Rome^ 
I heard of thy Arrival, and refolve 
Again to leave us to return to Carthage : 
But wherefore wilt thou go ? — Thy Country holds 

thee •, 
Do not with Force irreverent break away ! — 
Thy Country calls thee-'-O regard her Voice !— 
Look on thy common Parent, whofe white Age 
Demands thy filial Care to help her Weaknefs — 
Si5)pori: her — (ave her from th* impending Ruin. 

ReGULus. 
Alas, Metellus ! — 'tis thy Friendfliip^s Warmth, 
And mat thy Reafon that wou*d keep me here : 
Look on me fhatterM-- can I help my Country?— 
Sinking myfelf— am I a Prop for her ?— 
Wou*d not the truted Weight, in crulhing mc^ 
Precipitate her Fall P-^-Thou art Metellus, 
Her great Reftorer -, — thy reviving Hand, 
Infufmg the rich C9rdia]^ lifts her up,. 

And 
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And makes her ftand alone with youthful Vigour. 

Go on, Metellus ! lead her to the Field, 
Warm her with Aft ion— place her on fome Moua- 

tain. 
From whofe fair Brow, fhc may behold her Sons 
Struggling for Conqueft — Let her fee thee there. 
Her youngeft, her bcft bvM ; — ev*n in the Heat, 
The Madnels of the Fight— yet cool as Gounlel 
With- all the Warmth of Glory at thy Heart. — 
One Legion, hardly prefsM, regains Advantage 
By Succours timely fent by thee — Anotjfier, 
Upon the Point of flying, wheels about. 
And rallies at the Generals not the Trumpet's Voice % 
Then quick thine Eye pierces far diibint, and beholds 
Where other Dangers call — nor call they long : 
See, reinforc'd they prefs upon the Foe, 
And in their Turn, compel 'em into Flight*: 
All their Neceflities, like thofe of Nature, 
Are fcarcely fek before relieved ;— and though thy 

Perfon 
At the fame time can only fill one Space— 
Thy Care — like that of Heav'n— is univerfel. 

I^t her fee this, and blefs thy happy Birth. 

Metellus. 
No more, my Friend ; thou fpeak*ft againft thyfelf ; 
Thou, who can'ft plan fo fair a Draught of Qory^^ 
So many (peaking Images of Fame — 
Can'ft yet perform thy Part -.---Nor is thy Armi, 
Thy Exeqution, what wc chiefly want ; 
(Tho* great Camillus fliewM what Age cou*d da, '- * 
Ev*n in Confufion, and in flying Rout.) 

By nobler Services Suecels is woo*d 
By cool Deliberations, well-weigh*d Thoughts^ 
Prevented Accidents, forefeen Advantage, 
Judgtnent correal, that only waits upon 
Gray-hair*d Experience, and flow-teaching Time r— 
Foifefs'd of thefe, Rome Hill demands thy Care, 

Stifi 
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SciJl wants her Regulus — ftill claims his CounfcL 

Regulus. 
It cannot be— Perfuafion has no Breath " 
To alter my Refolves ; — urge it no more : 
Death might as foon be mov*d to give again 
The Child to Life whom the fond Parent weeps for : 
Therefore no more — let us addrefe the Gods> 
With Reman Piety, and Roman Firmnefs ; 
Be it our Wi(h to make ten thoufand happy — 
One is too poor a Care for noble Minds. , 
Go on, Afe/^//«j— leave me to my Fate — 
Conquer for Rpme — thou'rt followed to the Field 
By Ihouting Millions, born the Sons of Conqueft v 
Sprung from thofe god-like Men, whom ev*n when 

dead 
The mighty Pyrrbus* felf beheld with Fear : 
He iaw their Wounds all honeft — all before ; 
The Hand in Death, ftill clutched the fiiithful Sword,. 
And in the Face, Pain ftagnated to Terror. 

Metellus. 
But why this ftrift Adherence to thy Honour 
With Carthage^ noted for her Breach of Faith 
In private Friendfhips, and in publick Leagues^ 
The Proverb's Mark and Brand of Perfidy ? 
Is it a Merit to deftroy ourfelves. 
And compliment our Foes with Foreign Virtues > 
(Virtues they never heard of — or ne'er praftis'd) 
War is aHow*d Deceit, its honeft Guile, 
And meritorious Falihood — ^Ihall an Oath 
An Oath extorted — . 

Regulus. 

No 'twas not extorted r 
It was a Compad betwixt me and Carthage : 
And mention not her Perfidy, Metellus^ 
With the moft lavage Foes maintain your Faith. 

M«- 



\. 
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Metellus. 
Still more I wonder 

Regulus, 
"^ ' ' . Wherefore, good Metellus ? 

Shall I do more than Rome has fcen before ? 
When I Ipok backwards, what Examples rife I 
Did not Pofibumius^ not an Age ago, 
To break the Candine Treaty, dedicate 
Himfelf and CoUdigue to the Samnite Foe, 
When Roman Glorjr panted for Revenge ? 
Shall Rome degenerate ? — and have our Fathers, 
Done Deeds beyond the Spirit of their Sons ! 
O *ii:is a People s deepeft Infamy, 
Poorly to boaft the Virtues of their Sires ; 
As if their Wqrtli defccnded with thdr Lands, 
And Fame and Glory were Inheritance, 

• Met^eLliits; ' 
Alas ! I pity thee ; . 

Regulus. 
' ' ' And wherefore pity me ? 

The Man who rifes above Pain and Death, . ' 
Laughs* at the foft Reproach of Pity's Tear, 
Ha ! Deem—why this Hafte ?— what are thy Ty- 
* dings ? — ^ 

SCENE Vt 
Regulus, Metellus, Decius. 

Metellus. 
How great ! how excellent muft Virtue be ! 
If it can make us aft like Regulus ? 

Regulus. 
Diciusj I go with thee. 

H Mitel- 
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Metellus. 

I fee the Time 
Preffes upon thee, and 'tis Interruption 
Not to be anfwer'd— ^to detain thee longer :-* 
Farewell at once-— heroic Regulus ! 

REGULUSr 

J^etellusy fare-thee-weil •, I makeS^p Doubt 
When that far diftant Time that caib thee hence. 
To put on Immortality, is nigh ; — 
Like mine, thy laft of Pray'rs — will be for ^ome ;— 
The Gods prptedt thee, . . ' 



^,^,^i^,;:;^,^,o{i^,^:>^,^,r>;^^^j^^ 



, SCENE VII, 

Pride of Romey farewell ! 
Thou .art .above my Praifee— take all my Wonder ; 
If Hohefly of Heart ; if Truth unftain'd -y. 
The ftrlfteft Hpnour, and the jufte^: Senfe, 
Can,, thro* revolving Year? perpetuate Fame, 
Tne laft of Ages (hall revere thy Name. 

.§.C i N 1 JUL 

Why comes not this flpw Mutius ? — how the Titnc 
Loiters jnExpe<3:ation f-r-then the Mind 
Drags the dead Burthen of an hundred Years 
In one fhort Mornent's Space-rT-thc nimble Heart 
Beajts with impatient Throbs — fick of Delay, . 
And panfs to l^e at Eafe ; — ^tis well jhou'rt come 

. 3CENE; 
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SCENE IX. 

CoRvus, MUTIUS. 

CoRVUS. 

I was accufing thee-^fay art tiiou ready ? 

Is all preparM ? — ^intus ? — ^fay whei'e is he ?— * 

Why comes he not ? 

M u T I u s. 
I thought to have found him here 1 
He cannot be long abfent ; — fure the Time 
Is fcarce expirM — thou run'ft before the Sun- 
Are your Dilpatches ready ? 

CoRvus* 

Here they are :— 
If ReguJus incline to flay at Romcy 
He fhall not live a Day : — Scaurus^ my Agent, 
Whofe Care prepalreS their Baths, has undertaken 
To give a good Account of him ^Xi^iDecius : 
Of this I have apprized Himilco — mark, good Ma* 

tius : — 
Incloied in this lies the concerted Plan 
Betwixt myfelf and Colleague, if the Con^Ilhip 
Falls to our Wilhes ; underneath, the Names 
Of thofe, gain'd over lately to our Party, 
Whofe combin'd Intereft makes our Purpofe look 
With Eyes of Certainty : The Letter's Tenour 
Afks the Remittance of fome certain Sums,. 
Which Speed muft fee performed ; with art Intrcaty 
To let thy Care convey them : — for your felfifti Men 
Deal not for Promifes — ^they will have Earaeil % 
And Gold is the grand Cement : uke 'em, Mutiuf^ 
Beftow *cm fife— 

H 2 5CeNE 
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S C E N E X. 

CoRvtJS, MuTius, Decius, Q^intus^ 

Guards. 

De c I us. [Seizing the Pacquet. 

Not till the Senate fees them : 

Secwe him Romans — [Seize Mutius. 

CoRvus. 
Ha ! Damnation ! — Decius—^ 
Long have I wifh'd thee dead — now to compleat k, 

[Runs at Decius. 
Decius. 
Moft impious Villain ! \pifarms Corvus^ 

CoRvus. 
Curie upon my Weaknefi ! 
He <:ome to triumph too ? — 

S C E N E XL 

REGUius, GoRvus, Decius, Mutius^ 

Q^U I N T u s, ^c. 

Decius. 
Romans J rejoice — Treafon is brought to Light :— 
Hail God-like Regulus ! receive thefe Papers, 
And if thou can'ft, perufe the black Contents. 

CoRVUS. 

Ruin and Death ! — but why do I complain ? 
Fear isr unmanly, and 'tis vain to !iope -, — 
I will defpair — 'tis equal, come what may — 
Succ^ were glorious— the Attempt was noble. 

KSQVLUS 
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Regulus. 
If any Guilt can equal thy Defign, 
•Tis thus to own no Shame at its Deteftion : 
Wliat fliall I call thee — there is wanting yet — 
(At leaft in Rome) a Name to do thee Juftice : 
Had'ft thou Remorfe,. thou might'ft have look'd 

about. 
To find the Comfort ^f a Fellow-Crime ;— 
But wanting that, thouVt fo fupremely wicked. 
No Punifhment they yet have try*d in HeU, 
Can equal thy Dcfcrt — they muft invent one. — 
And yet this Day thou talked of Truth and Honour- 
Where are they fled ? 

CORVUS. 

To thy romantick Brain ; 
Where the feign*d Names of Virtue and of Fame, 
Are wrote on every Table — ihadows all ! — 
Curfe on thy moral Precepts ! — Every Good 
That greets us here, finds Entrance at the Senfe : 
I tell thee, Roman^ all your fine Diftinftions 
That call this Man divine, > and that a Villain, 
Are but Religion's Cheat — what Senfe bellows. 
Is all we know, and all we can receive, 

Regulus. 
What ceafelefs Labour muft this Man have taken 
To reach his Height of Guilt ? — Elaborate Villain ?— 
Each Time thou ad'ft, and every Time, thou Ipeak'ft, 
The more 1 find thee a Difgrace to Nature : 
WouMft thou deftroy the Dignity of Ma^, 
And level him with Brutes ? — depofe fair Reafbn, 
And fubftitute wild, warring Appetites, 
Difgracing her mild Sway ? — But thou doft beft — 
The Man who dares to aft as thou haft done. 
Is in the right to banifli his Refleftion — 
Thinking wou'd make him mad, 

CoRVUS. 
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CORVUS. 

What, not y»t done f 
Am I bound up here to be Sentence-baited ? 
To hear thee preach by Rule, and by the Hour ? 
Why ftay we here ? — hop'ft thou to gain a Convert ?- 
Prithee be gone — thou wilt but lofe thy Labour. 

Regulus. 
I do believe thee — Decius bear thefe Papers, 
Together with thofe Wretches to the Senate : 

Sluintusy do thou attend, and to the Fathers, 
Relate a full Detail of all their Treafons : 
Look on thefe Men, and thank the gracious Gods, 
That thou had'ft Honefty enough to leave 'cm ! 
Half entered in Perdition's darkened Cell, 
Prafe the kind Pow'r that fent a Ray of Light 
To fhew thee back into the Houfe of Virtue. 

CORVUS. 

Ha ! — ^intus my Betrayer ? — ^but no matter- 
Why fhou'd I vainly hope for Truth from others. 
Who never had that Merit in myfelf ? 
Had I fuceeeded in my great Delign, 
I cou'd have wanton'd in the Pains of Hell ; 
To fail is Punifhment enough for me — 
Worfe than ten thoufand Hells-Perdition feize theoi 

SCENE XIL 
Regulus^ Dbcius. 

Regulus. 
Decius^ once more commend me to the Senate 5 
Say, while I liv'd, 'twas my extreameft Pray'r, 
To find out Means to raifc the Roman Glory : 
In my laft Scene of Life, I thank the Gods [ 
Their Bounties have thrown out the great Occafion,* 
To Icgve my Country with an Aft of Service : 

2. Haftc 
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Hafte Decius — I fliall wait for thy Return 

With my lov*d Mir//^- -hafte~the Time is fliort — 

S C E N E XIII. 
Regulus. 

Alas ! what Monfters find we amongft Men ; 
If the great End of Being can be loft. 
And thus perverted to the worft of Crimes ; 
Let us (hake off deprav'd Humanity, 
Exchange Conditions with the favage Brute, 
And for his blamelefs Inftinft barter Reafon. 



TJl>e End of the Fourth, ACT. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE L 

R £ G U L U S. 

AT length my Courfe of Duty to my Country 
Is fairly run ; and (thanks to all the Gods) 
Vvt reached the Goal with fomc Degree of Honour : 
Let me then lay (I hope without a Boaft) 
I've done what Heav'n required, and what Man 
ought. 
My next, laft Office, is my own Concern : — 
My Wife !— My Children ! — O yc upright Gods I 
Let me not faulter in my noble Purpofc : 
Lend me your Aid, affift me to fuftain 
The Weight that prefles on my feebler Part ; 
Let me not feel what Nature is about. 
Who, foft'ning every Heart-ftring to her Purpofc, 
Wou'd melt me to the Weaknefs of a Child :— 
*Tis the laft Struggle — ^Ihrink not Regulus 
But prove thy Firmncls equal to the End. 

S C E N fi IL 
Regulus, Messenger. 



Regulus, 
What wouM thy Meffage ? 



Mes- 
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Messenger, 

At the City's Gate, 
Th* Ambafladors of Carthage wait thy Prefence, 

Regulxjs. 
I will not Jong detain *em — let *em know fo. 

SCENE III. 

I 
Regulus. ' 

I mufl: be thrifty of my little Time. 

S C E N E IV. 
Regulus, Decius, Clelia. 

Reoulus. 
Decius thou com*ft to warn me — from the Senate 
What Meflage bring*ft thou ? 

Decius. 

Heart- delivered Greetings ! 
Such as no Love, no Friendfliip ever breath'd : 
The Fervency of Thanks, for his Deliverance, 
When the wrecked Sailor finds himfelf on Land 
'Gives but a faint Idea of their Zeal : 
Npthing is feen or heard throughout the Senate, 
But Tears and Exclamations : — For the Traytors, 
Proofs were fo plain, that with a general Voice, 
The Rock Tarpeian was pronounc*d their Doom---* 
Which they have leap'd e*er this. 

Regulus. 

I thank their Loves ; 
They've given me Strength I wanted :-0 my Friend ! 
Long haft thou foUow'd with unwearied Steps> 

I My 
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My word of Fortunes, to their prefcnt Clofe j 
(An uncouth Office for thy gentle Youth) 
Here (hall we part, and all I can beftow 
Of Happincfe, approaches thee in her : 
Come nearer, Clelia — Decius take her Hand ; 
Unwcalth'd — ^but not undowr'd ; accept a Maid, 
Whom Virtue will make rich, and Honour great : . 
I know your mutual Loves, and Heav*n prolong it, 
Ev*n to the latcft Moment of your Lives, 

Decius. 
On any other but this fed Occafion, 
This Gift had been too great for common Joy : — 
This was my urmoft Wifli — yet at the prefent 
'Tisfo embittered with the lofing thee. 
The Sweet is fcarcely tafted — O my Father !— 

Regulus. 

No more, good Decius !— let us part like Men :— 
Keep in.thy Tears— they arc but Nature's Weaknefs, 
And the Confeflion Pain extorts from us, 
When it wou*d prove the frailty of our Beings: 
]>ave *em to Women—- rthere they look with Graces- 
Dimming and adding Luflre to the Eye. 

Clelia ! I have bcftow'd thee to thy Wifli ; 
Let not thy Wifh be Neighbour to Diflike, 
As fome have proved it : There are of thy Sex, 
Who, thro* the Glafs of ftraining Expeftation, 
Look for the Bleffing, c*er Enjoyment comes i 
That over — then their Prolpeft is no more. 
But thro* Satiety's fick Eye — 
Cleliay be thou as conftant in the Race, 
As thou was conftant who fliou*d ftart with thee : 
And fo regard your Hufband, that you love him. 
Not for y©u fliou*d obey him — but obey him, 
Becaufe you love him : — ^Note this in thy Heart. 

Clelia. 
I hope I Ihall not profit by my Father 
So little, not to prove myfclf his Daughter : 

My 
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My Conduft fhall be formed on fuch a Plan, 
That were my Father witnefs of each Step, 
He fhou*d not find Occafion to difown me. 

Regulus. 
*Tis well refolvM : — DeciuSy my Time is fliort— 
And yet another tender Call invites mc, 
E*erl go hence for ever — yet, my Son, 
I will devote a little of that Time, 
To leave thee my laft Precepts — my laft Counfel. 

Decius. 
Impart— and I will wear ^em in my Heart, 
Dear as the. Memory of him that gave 'cm. 

Regulus. 
If Rome lliou'd raife thee to her higheft Service, 
(As thou haft Merit to expeft her Honours) 
Serve her for Love of Rome, and not of Intereft v 
Let Glory be thy fecond Motive only. 
Thy Country's Love be ever firft, and dcareft : 
In Libert/s Defence, fight conftant, fingle 
Die with her-^-'tis no Life if yoii furvive her ; 
The greateft Glory of a free-born Peoffle, 
Is to tranfmit that Freedom to their Children. 

Search out for hidden Worth — and then reward it : 
The nobleft Profped to a Roman Eye, 
Is Greatnefs, lifting Merit up to Fame. 

Let Falfliood be a Stranger to thy Lips ; 
Shame on the Policy that firft began 
To tamper with the Heart to hide its Thoughts !. 
And double Shame on that inglorious Tongue^ 
That fold its Honefty, and told a Lie ! 

Decius. 
I hope this Caution is unneceflary : 

Regulus. 
I do believe it ; but receive it, Decius^ 
Not as a Precept to amend thy Life j 
But one that cannot be too oft remember'd. 
Be ready for all Changes in thy Fortune^ 

I 2 Be 
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Be conftant when they happen — but, above all» ^ - 
Moftly diftruft good Fortune's foothing Smile ; 
There lurks the Danger, though we leaft fufpeft it : 

Hunt for no Offices ^ — ^accept them offered — 
But never to the wrong of fufFering Merit : 
Or thy own Virtue — thfere may chance a time. 
When by refufing Honours— you mod gain 'em. 

Decius. 
How fliall I fill Rome's Offices with Juflice, 
When thou, my great Inftruftor art away ? 
What great Example fhall direft my Steps, 
When Regtdus is filent and no more ? 

Regulus. 
Decius J thy Virtue is thy beft Inftru£tor 
She will diredl thee right :-— but to proceed 

If thy paternal Acres be well till'd. 
Thou haft a Superfluity j for Gold, 
See it adorn the Temples of the Gods, 
But banifli it your Coffers, ^nd your Houfe : 
Let the Vain-glorious, or the Villain hoard it. 
Who loves a Flatterer — or who fells his Country :-— 
Be honeft Poverty thy boafted Wealth ; 
So fliall thy Friendfhips be fincere, tho* few. 
So (hall thy Sleep be found — thy Waking chearful. 
I cou*d fay more — but, O excufe me, Decius — 
For fee where Mania comes — her Sorrows (peak 
Unaiddd by the Tongue — more eloquent 
The Look is in Diftrefs — than Speech can be : 
When Sorrow fwims in the Tear-flooded Eye, 
Words need not form a Language for the Heart :— 
Deciusy farewel ! — If my Prediftion's true. 
While Rome has Honours, and neglefts thy Service, 
She will do wrong to Merit and herfelf. 

Decius. 
Farewel, my Father !-.-0 I niuft retire — 
I^efl: I IhouM ihamc thy Manhood with my Weak- 
nels :— 

•Tifi 
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•Tis not I find to common Natures given 
To bear Misfortunes like a Regulus. 
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SCENE V. 
Regulus, Martia, Clelia, /wi; Children. 

Mart i a. 

My Regulus ! — my Love !— 

Firji Child. 

My Fatihcr ! 

Oh! 

Regulus. 
^Martia^ no more Complaint—while yet I day \ 
While yet a few fond Moments are indulged ; 
Let it be fpent in Triumphs and Rejoicings,-- 
Not in Condolement and the Voice of Sorrow. 

Mar T I A. 
Is this a Time for Triumph or for Joy ? 
This a fit Seafon — 

Regulus. 
Martiay none fb fit : 
When we have Ipent an honeft blamelef^Xtifc, 
True to its firft Dire6tion — equal all 
From the firft ftarting to the deftin'd Goal, — 
Say, at the End, is there not Caufe for Joy ? 
I thank the Gods, that I fet out with Honour, 
With Honour I come in — my Country's Glory 
Was the firft Wifli that parted from my Heart, 
And fills up my laft Pray*r — Is not this Triumph ?— 
Martia ! my much-lov*d Martia I fhare it with me. 

Ma r t I a. 
Thro* the thick Gloom of a long five Years Abfencc^ 
Still have I cheated me with the Twilight Hope ; 

Tho* 
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Tho* doubtful thy Return — ftilJ there was Hope ; 
Tho* captive to thy direft Foes™ I ftill held Hope ! 
Hope was the Anchor that preferv^d my Bark 
Thro* the rough Fury of a five Years Storm.— 
But parting now with that— ye Surges dafh me— * 
Split my devoted Sides, and fink me ever ! 

Reoulus. 
Defpair is Frenzy*-— hear me my beft Martia--^ 

M A R T I A. 

What-*-hear you fay that we muft part for ever ?— * 
Never again indulge, with equal Fondnefs, 
O^er thefe dear Pledges of our mutual Loves ? — 
O Thought of Torture !-— Call you this Defpair !-— 
Is this Deftraftion ? — No— -or if it be, 
Realbn has made it fo — your boafted Reafon, 
Has only ferv*d to make poor Martia mad. 

R E G U t U S. 

Martiny no more : The Gods are always juft : — 
And though we never meet again on Earth ; — 
Thou-know'ft there is a Place — a deftinM Place, 
Where Honefty and Virtue fliall revive ; • 
Where every Scnfc fhall be abforb'd in Thought, 
The Contemplation of our heavenly Eflfence ; 
Where the firft Mover fhall himfelf inftil 
Divine Inftruftion \ — where uncloy'd we tafte 
The Banquet of the Soul, the Feaft of Gods ; 
Where no Misfortune enters, where no Care, 
Sends forth the anxious Sigh — but all is Peace, 
FuUnefi of Pleafure, and eternal Joy* 

Martia. 
And do'ft thou only lengthen out my Hope, 
And bid me wait, in Certainty of Pain, 
For a far diftatit Eafc ? — Oh !* be more kind — 
More juft, and let me fliare Misfortune with thee :— 
I will not meanly wait the Courfe of Nature — 
I'will fhake off this Load— this Life, that holds me 
From thy lov'd FeHowfliip— In Death FU join thee. 
Partner in that as well as Life — Re- 
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Regulus. 

O Martia ! 
An heavy Sorrow wqjghs thy Senfes down j 
Thou haft fojgot — an hundred Offices 
Which only Time can fill up, claim Attendance i 
Behold thele little Images of Martia^ 
Infefted with thy Grief^— when I am gone. 
Who fliall take care to form their duftile Minds, 
(Unprincipled as yet in Virtue's School) 
To fliew them Honour's Path — to turn their Steps 
From Vices Flow*r-ftrcw*d Way ? — Say whofe Ex^ 

ample. 
Bettering all Precept, ftill fliall fliine before them, ' 
The faireft Call to Good — but living Martid%? 
' Remembring this great Duty — cafiift thou die ? 

Martja, 

my lov'd Regulus ? — what Ihall I fay ? 

1 can with Pleafure die — to live without thee. 
Is too fcvere a Tafk : — and yet my Children— 

Regulus. 
Let them determine thee to treafure Life : 
Think of their many Wants, and that no Hand 
Can minifter Relief io well as thine : — 
And, for thy M^gulus^ ftill think him here \ — 
I fhall be found m every pleafing Profpeft : 
In the chafte Matron's Look, and Virgin's Smile, 
Thou flialt behold thy Regulus — each Aft, 
That future Virtues may adorn our Rome with^ 
Shall be a dear Remembrance of my Life :—- 
Nor think thyfelf a Widow — be my Fame 
Thy fecond Hufband : Or if thou inclin'ft 
To grace fome noble Roman with thy Perfoo 
I leave thee Dowry for the bcft of Men-r- 
Unfpotted Truth, .and ever-living Honour, 

Martia. 
And (hall the unpolluted Ermine's White 
Be foil'd by fecond Touch ? Say ftiall the Gem, 

Set 
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Set in the burnifti'd Bullion of thy Worth, 
Be fixM in bafe Allay, and vile Demerit — 
No, Rggulus: 

RCGULUS. 

Thou art the Glory of thy Sex — Farewel ! — 
Keep up thy Conftancy of Mind, my Martia ! 
And let us part with manly Refolurion ; 
Let not the Woman's Grief break in upon thee, • 
Bear it with unblanch*d Cheek, and Eye unftain*d. 

Martia. 
Did*ft thou fay part ? — O where is Refolution ? — 
Where now the ftedfaft Puxpofe of my Soul, 
Which, at thy lov*d Command had arm'd my Heart? 
Sunk into Tremblings, into Sighs and Tears ; — 
I cannot bear the Tryal— O my Hufband ! — 

Reoulus. 
Martia remember — Clelia^ fare thee well -, 
Advice were needlefs now — Thou fceft thy Mother- 
There never was a Virtue, or a Grace 
Which (he poffefsM not— -wear her in thine Eye, 
As dearly as the Light that darts upon it : 
Thou necd'ft not look abroad for an Ejcample — 
Thou haft it there : — Be like her and be happy : 
Farewel my Children ! love your virtuous Mother— 
Ye will not want a Father by her Care ; 
Obferve her Precepts, follow her Advice, 
Rome will be proud to own ye. 

Beth Children. 

O my Father! — 
Rbgulus. 
Now my beft Martia^ take my laft Embrace 5 — 
Nay this -untimely Tendernefs unmans me— • 
Be more yourfelf^— and hear me fey farewel : 
1 leave thee with this Truth — I have not Words 
To fpeak thy Worth, nor to defcribe my Love 5 
Th'Extremity of Grief I feel at parting, 

U 
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Is the beft Parallel to reaijh *em both : — 
T^arcwel — for ever — npw adieu the World — 

Yet, e'er I go, be thou my Witnefs, Heaven r 
That no felf-flatt'ring, no vain-glorious Thought^ 
Has urg*d me, to devote myfelf for Rome : 
No Hope to live in the World's Memory, 
The Marble, featured into Regulusj 
The eternizing Brals, infcribing Fame ; 
No, not the Wonder of a future Age- 
No Motive, ftriking on the Pride of Man, 
No Oftentation fwells within my Purpofe, 
"^ But undiftinguifh'd Benefit to all. 
And my firft, laft great Care — my Country's Glory. 

SCENE VI. 
M AR T I A^ £; L £ L I A^ Children. 

Martia. 
Ha! Gone ? — for ever gone ? — too cruel Regulus ! 
No more at parting — and yet gone for ever ? 
Shou*d he not have returned, and faid once more 
Farcwel — then afterwards retum'd again — 
And faid again farewell — e'er he went hence for ever? 

Clelia. 
My deareft Mother ! — I wou*d give you Comfort,— 
But that I find I want it for myfelf, 

Martia. 
What fay*ft thou ?™-Con\fort — *tis for'Eafe and 

Quiet ; — 
It fleeps upon the Down of fweet Content, 
In the found Bed of Jnduftry and Health : 
It flies the Wretch like me — the Wretch indeed™ 
Whom Hope has left — and in their room, behold 

K pefpaif 
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Dcfpair and Frenzy — fee they madJy join. 
Whirling confuming Fire thro* all the Brain :-— 
Hail Horrors ! hail Deftruftion ! welcome Death ! 
Thou art rny Eafe, my Comfort, and my Hope r*-^* 
How is peath altered ! what a Change is here ? 
Or did the Poet's Fiftion do him wrong ? 
Jnftead of empty Sockets— two fair Eyes 
Inviting with mild Luftre, and his Cheek 
Frefli with the rofy Bloom of youthful Hebi^"*- 
His horrid Grin, chang'd to a pleafing Smile : 
Come, thou (halt be my Guide— Conduft my Stepi 
Where I may find my Regulus — 

Second Child. 
O Sifter, (peak, and give my Mother Eafe, 
Dr teach me how to do it, 

Martia. 
Where has my Fancy wanderM ?-— the gay Dreami 
The fond Pelufion has forfook me now—- 
And 1 am ftill alive — and ftill moft wretched'. 

SCENE VII. 

MaHTIA, D|£CXU6, ClEHA, 6f/?. 

Martia. 
Ha! Decius! — fpeakr--fay-^r where is Regulus ?-^- 
Whatr-gpne ? 

DjEClUS, 

Too fure:— I faw him-pa(s the Gate, 
Where weeping Rome jattended^-— and oh Martia / 
How (hall f)efcription paint what I beheld ?-^-^ 
On Friends that erouded. for a laft Adieu, 
^tedfaft he gaz'd, and folemnly took leave, 
:ShiOrJt wejre is pgrewek-'-J^ui advancing farther, 

Jhricc 
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Thrice he looked back, and thrice aflay*d to fay 
Farewel my Country—but here, rifing Sorrow, -^- 
( Till now iupprefs*d) bore down theftrongReftraint, 
And in a Flood of Tears, drown'd all his Speech r^--^ 
Earneft he gaz'd-^-^-and with entreating Eye, 
And Hands up-lifted, feem'd to pray for Bleflings 
Upon the JS^^^i^ People ;-^-^thea fetching from hk 

He^rt, 
A fadly'-pleafmg Sigh-^-»he turned away^-t-^ 
And, filently refolv'd, purfuM his Joyrney, 

vMarti4. 

D?cius, 
Thy Sorrow is too big for Words j-s-r 
Let us retire and mourn : — My deareft Clelia f 
Thou art my Part o( Regulus ; thy Worth 
Will be a ftrong Remembrancer of his, 
A Mirrour of thy Father's : — Eoual Jcve ! 
If thy all-judging Pow'r dcfigns tor VeciuSj 
Ought differing from the Race of common Men ; 
X»et it be given to this fervent Prayer ! — 
Grant me, O Father both of Gods and Men ! 
To love, like Regulus^ my native Land, 
And dk, like hiiB» when 'tis her gneat Command. 



^ End of the Fifth 
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